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OH SHIT! 


Author's Notes: 

to anyone reading this is a fic where | am going to try to achieve a first.pairings of Slaxl, Slizzy, Sluff, Izzal, 
Duzzy, and Daxl. Hey they are stuck on an island with no chicks, so there should be a little something for 
everyone. Sorry, Steven had to die. lve just never really gave a shit about him.sorry to any of you who do, 


forgive me. 


OH SHIT! 
Axis POV 


The plane startled me as it jerked and the engine suddenly did this hiccup thing. Izzy startles awake in the seat 
next to me from his latest heroin binge. His sedated eyes strain to open Slash begins laughing like a mad man 
and challenging god. All the while chugging Jack from a bottle. Steven's mouth is gaping and he's sitting with the 
best posture imaginable. He looks on high alert. Duff grabs the arms of his seat and looks towards the cockpit. 
| know he's wondering if the pilot is drunk too. It wouldn't exactly be a first for that. 


"What the fuck?" Izzy mumbles, eyes barely parted but getting wider with every out of the ordinary sound 


and movement of the obviously distressed plane. 


The engine chugs. Coughs if you will. Describe it how you like, I'm too fucking scared to right now. | just know 
the shit ain't normal. 


"Yeah! Fucking burn mother fuckers!" Slash drunkenly laughs as he holds his bottle up toasting us all goodbye. 
Its not funny man," Steven snaps at him. His eyes are brimming with fear. 


The engine stalls. As in ceases to work. As in shuts the fuck off while in mid flight somewhere over the 


fucking South Pacific. Not fucking good! 

Duff's eyes widen as the plane slowly begins leaning forward. We're going down! Fuck!!! 
"Mayday! Mayday!" The pilot can be heard on the radio. 

The plane inverts even more. Like going into a nose dive. We are falling from the fucking sky!!! 


We all begin screaming. Slash is just quiet and holding on. | guess the severity of the situation is sobering his 


drunk ass up now. 
"We're going downl" The pilot calls out to us. "Brace for water impact!" 


"Fuck! We have to get as far to the back as we can," Izzy yells out and begins climbing to the back of the 


plane. He has to crawl over the seats because we are almost completely up and down. 

"Why?" Slash sees fit to ask. 

"Because the fucking plane is crashing you stupid fuck!" | yell at him and follow Izzy. 

"When the plane hits the water the nose of this motherfucker is gonna crumple like tin foil. The water is going 
to keep us floating for a few minutes. If we are further back we have better chances of surviving the 
impact," Izzy explains in a panicked voice. 

"What about after the impact?" Steven asks. 

"| don't fucking know," Izzy says irritated at Steven's question 


"Everybody hold on to the back of the seat and don't let go for shit!" | say and bear hug a seat. 


"This is gonna fucking hurt!" Izzy looked to me with frantic eyes as we hug the back of the seats, laying on 


our stomachs. 


Everyone barely get's secured around the seats as the plane jars us with an immediate stop. The sheer jolt 
knocks the breath out of us. We spring backwards unable to hold on but luckily fall right back to our seat 
backs. The seat Steven is in snaps from the floor and flies into the cockpit which is on fire. Like big time on 
fire! 


We can hear Steven screaming as the fire consumes him. The water filling in the plane is doing absolutely 


nothing to the fire. Everyone is screaming for Stevie. But we hear his cries stop completely. 
"Break a window," Izzy says abruptly. "We have to get out before it sinks!" 
"Do you know how fucking thick the glass is?" | ask him like her were retarded. 


"Fucking move!" He impatiently yells at me as he lays back across our seats. 


With one stern kick he knocks out the window with his boot heels. He slides out and | quickly follow. | fall at 
least six stories to the water below. When | hit the water | go under. It seems like forever until | reach the 
top again. 

"Fucking swim!" Izzy calls out. "The plane will suck us down if we don't get away!" 

| hear Duff yelling as he falls into the water. Then Slash. 


"Swim Hurry!" | call out and follow Izzy. 


Behind us we can hear the metal of the plane breaking apart. Smoke is bellowing from the wreckage and 


covering our horizon in every direction. 
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"Where are you guys?!" | hear Slash crying out. 
"This way!" Duff answers, "Follow my voice man" 


"IFs going down! FUCKING SWIM!" Izzy calls out to us. 


Izzy keeps calling out to us until we have all found one another. The plane disappears under the surface and 
the fire on the water top scatters and extinguishes itself. We are dumb struck and silent as we just stare at 


the water. What the fuck? Did that shit just happen? 
"What the fuck do we do now?" Slash cries out, "And fuck man, Stevie!" 
"Grab something to float on," Izzy says scanning floating debris on the water. 


We float all day long and into the night. We find something, clothes of some sort that Izzy tears to ribbons and 


ties us together with. Exhaustion sets in and our minds start racing. 


"Surrounded by all this fucking water and | can't drink it. We're gonna be in the middle of the ocean until 
something fucking eats us," Slash says. 


‘Its simple science Slash, the water is going to move us toward land," Duff points out. 
"That's great and all, but what about fucking sharks!? Whales even!" 

"| dont think there's whales in the south pacific Slash," | have to say. 
"And the goddamn sharks?" He snaps. 

"Tied together we look bigger," Izzy mumbles, "They won't just attack us’ 
"Woah," Duff says in shock, "You feel that?" 

Izzy lifts his head, "Yeah.! feel it," 

"Feel what?" | ask 

"What?" Slash says looking around, 

"| think its a sand bar," Izzy says, ‘put your feet down" 

It does appear to be a sand bar. 


"You know what this means?" Izzy excitedly asks. "It means we're not too far from land, like no more than 
maybe a few miles." 


"Thank god," | praise and look up at the stars. 


"Come on, paddle and kick your feet," Izzy coaxes. 


Beached 


Beached 
Duff's POV 


We paddled our ass's off for a really really long time. There was no moon out. Nothing but the stars and the 
black ocean encompassed us. Izzy kept urging us to keep kicking our feet and oaring with our hands. This 


coming from a surfer. But eventually even Izzy ran out of steam. 


Slash was the first to fall asleep, resting his head on a life jacket he had salvaged from the wreckage. | knew 
that by morning he and Izzy would begin getting withdrawal symptoms. But | somehow highly doubt their dope 


survived the crash. 


At some point in the darkness | could hear Axl whimper and mumble things in his sleep. It seemed like he was 
having a bad dream. It was apparently enough to wake Izzy next to him. | couldn't see him but | could hear him 
softly telling Axl that it was ok, it was only a dream. Then Izzy shocked me by starting to hum softly Led 
Zeppelin's ‘over the hills and far away’. This type of behavior wasn't your average Izzy. But then it was always 
Izzy who knew just how to deal with Axl. It was almost funny to hear him mothering him so sweetly. 


Eventually Izzy's humming lulled me to sleep as well. 
When my eyes opened again it was day light. | could hear waves and feel them lapping at my feet. | moved my 


arm and felt wet sand on my skin. | lift my head to see a sandy white beach and tall palm trees with lush 


green mountains And cliff facings higher than | had ever seen before. We were on land. Thank you Jesus, 


LANDIll 
| look to my right and see that everyone else is still asleep, but Izzy's gone. | sit up on my knees and untie 
myself from Slash. | look around and spot Izzy's tracks in the sand leading up the beach. He must have been 


exploring, he was the explorer type. 


| reach out and shake Slash. He moans a bit and turns his head the other way. | shake him again. "Slash..we're 


on land man, wake up." 

He lifts his head up looking around with drowsy eyes. "Where are we?" 
| shrug, "I have no clue." 

Slash then elbows Axl, "Hey man, wake up." 

Axl opens his eyes and lifts his head. "We're not dead?" 


"No, we must have drifted onto this island while we were sleeping," | reply. 


Axl begins looking around, "Where's Izzy?" 

"There's some tracks on the beach," | point, "They have to be his." 

"What do we do now?" Slash asks standing up. 

"Wait for Izzy," Axl answers. 

"Yeah then we need to see if we can find a fresh water source," | add, "Let's fucking hope this island has one." 
"IZZY!" Axl calls out then whistles, "IZZY WHERE ARE YOUI?l?!" 

Moments later Izzy is emerging from the palm trees and coming down the beach. His shirt is draped around 
his shoulders. "Hey you guys," he calls out, "there's animals here. There has to be some water on this Island 
somewhere." 

"We should split up and look for it," Axl says surveying the island. 

"Split up? What if we get lost?" Slash asks moving his wet sandy hair out of his eyes. 

Its not very wide," Izzy tells us, "I went to the other side. It took maybe 30 minutes.’ 

"Did you see any signs of people?" Axl ask. 

Izzy glanced down and shook his head no. 

"Well what are we waiting for,let's go find some water," | say taking my shirt off and tossing it onto the beach. 
Slash pulls his shirt off and ties it around his head like a bandanna to keep his hair out of his face. 

"If you find it, mark it somehow," Izzy adds. "We'll meet up on the beach on the other side." 

So we split up and began going further into the island. | could hear coconuts falling from the palm trees and 
hitting the ground with a thud. Not much shade was provided by the palm trees. My padlock necklace is hot on 
my skin from the relentless sun. I'm no weather man but it has to be over a hundred degrees. 

| make my way through the dense palm trees and vines the size of my wrist. | hear the sounds of birds | 
have never heard before. Like sounds you only hear at the zoo. | look down and see a trail of ants. Not 
American ants. l'm talking ants straight from the pages of the Guiness book of world records. They had to be 


an inch long. | sure would hate to get bit by one of those damn things. 


| hear something rustling the leaves of the palm trees above my head. | look up and see a monkey of some 


sort picking a coconut. He looks down at me and seems as amazed to see me as | am to see him. 
"Hey there little guy," | smile up at him. 


The monkey makes an alerting noise and before | know it he chunks the fucking coconut right at me. It just 


barely misses me. 
"What the fuck did | do?" | yell at it but when | look back up it had completely vanished. 


| wipe the sweat from my forehead. The fucking humidity is so high you can cut it with a knife. | can feel a 
quiver in my hands. God what | wouldn't give for a fucking drink right now. Pretty soon it would be more than 
Izzy and Slash going through withdrawals. It would be me too. 


Not Made For The Tropics 


Not Made For The Tropics 
Slash's POV 


Fuck it's hot. For the first time in my life | wish | didn't have all this hair. | can feel sweat trickling down my 
chest and back. And Fuck! Why did | put on leather pants yesterday morning? Nothing could be as 


uncomfortable as wet leather pants. | can feel my thighs being rubbed raw. 


My mind drifts off to Stevie. | can't believe he's gone. His screams are still fresh on my mind. Tears work up 


in my eyes. We had been friends since school. He was my best friend. | can't fucking believe I'll never hear his 


goofy laugh again. 


My hand grabs out to a bush for leverage to get over some rocks. | can feel my hand being pierced. | pull it 
away to see a deep, yet small hole that is allowing my blood to drain. | look at the bush that | had grabbed. 


Deep within it's masquerading leaves lie two inch long needles. | lick the blood from my hand. Good one Slash. 


There's so many sounds I've never heard before and l'm jumping at every one of them. I'm on edge. l'm in a 
foreign place with foriegn sounds. Some sound down right fucking threatening. It doesn't help that I'm at that 
hung over and shaky stage of being dope sick. Jesus! My smack went down with the plane. What the fuck was | 
gonna do now? Everything went down with the plane, my smack, my blow, and my Jack. My fucking cigarettes 
are destroyed and boy how | could use one right about now. 


| trudge onward until | come to a rock wall. | look up and see that it is a mountain towering above me. Fuck 


Izzy's plan of going in a straight goddamn line. There is no fucking way l'm climbing this damn thing. 


Then | notice what seems to be a trail of moisture seeping down the rock. | touch my finger to it. It's wet. | 
cautiously stick my finger to my tongue. It's fucking water! YES! | found it! It had to be coming from the top 
of the mountain or inside of it somewhere. Fuck yeah! | had to get to the other side of the beach so | could 


tell the guys. First | needed a marker of some sort. | pulled my necklace over my neck and draped it on a rock. 


Now | had to get around this fucking mountain. 30 minutes my ass Izzy. God | hope | don't get all turned 
around and lost. Every fucking tree looks the same. As | step down an incline my boot slips on the rocks. | lose 
balance and come down hard on my ass. OUCHII! Fuck | hate the goddamn tropics. l'm simply too LA. My feet 
don't feel comfortable off of concrete. Nothing looks right. Nothing sounds right. 


Surely someone was looking for us. Geffen had to have sent out the search dogs by now. Right? We were Guns 
N fucking Roses. We're like internationally fucking known. Our plane disappearing over the South Pacific was 


some news worthy shit. Important enough for hourly updates and shit. 


This is what l'm hoping and praying for anyway. But then again, Axl and his knack for never being on time 


might not even have them concerned yet. They may think this is all just typical Axl. So help me fucking god if 
they're not looking for us because of Axl I'll fucking throw him off this goddamn mountain. 


| wonder if Izzy is getting dope sick yet. Too bad none of us are botanists or chemists because being stuck her 
completely sober sucked. I'm crawling out of my fucking skin and sweating like a whore in church. | would shoot 


up sand right now if it would get me high. I'm simply not made for the fucking tropics. 


There seems to be zero trace of human activity on this god forsaken island. | don't know the first fucking 
thing about survivalism. | can't fucking hunt. | doubt Duff can either. I'm banking on Axl or Izzy being able to 
since they're from a hick state like Indiana. Izzy has always struck me as an outdoorsy type of guy. And I'l 
just bet his majesty Axl knows a thing or two about camping. 


So far this island can suck my dick. | hope help comes soon. | don't know how much time | have left before the 
withdrawal consumes me. | know once it hits me | will be of no use at all. | don't want to have to fel the pain. 


Please god, somebody find us soon 


The Boy Scout 


The Boy Scout 

Izzy's POV 

Day one. Slash of all people found the water. Duff and | hiked up the mountain and found a waterfall. The pool 
of water below it was calm and crystal clear. Beautiful really. It's a shame we aren't here under more pleasant 
circumstances. Its a nice place for a vacation My idea of a vacation is to be away from everything..this 
certainly qualified. 

So the number one thing to our survival here is taken care of. We have water. Next we need food and shelter. 
I'm sure the shelter would be easier than the food right now. My eyes look around. Bamboo is pretty fucking 
abundant, so is sugar cane. If we cut some of that shit and let it dry it would surely come in useful for 
something. | look up at the palm leaves. They could act just like shingles on a house if laid properly. 

"I'm fucking starving, are you guys?" Axl asks. 

No one says anything. Duff looks downright green. He must need a drink pretty fucking bad. Slash looks pale. l'm 
sure | do too. My muscles are aching really bad. My nose is starting to run. I'm sick as fuck | know Slash has 
to be too. So no, none of us really had an appetite. 

"Did anybody make it with a lighter?" | ask 

"My fucking Zippo is full of salt water, and no fluid" Duff shrugs. 


+lash sniffles softly as he looks down and speaks softly trying to not let us hear his voice cracking. "Stevie had 


my lighter: 

"| have a Bic," Axl extends it out to me, 'It won't strike” 

"It just needs to dry out," | say shaking water out of it 

"Why do you need a lighter? There's no fucking way your cigarettes made it," Axl huffs. 
"You're hungry right?" | ask 

"Yeah," he nods. 

"Alright then.lets go crabbing country boy," | motion to the beach. 


We leave Slash and Duff there to get a fire going. 


"How are we gonna catch them? We don't have bait or sting." 


| slightly smile at him through my pain "The same way we did when we were IZ, just reach down and grab 


them." 
"Those pinchers goddamn hurt," He frowns. 


"Stop being a pussy..you have a better fucking idea? You're the only one who's fucking hungry. | can leave you 
to it and take my ass back to some shade." | may have come off a bit snappy. 


"Jesus Iz.are you ok?"He asks looking at me sideways. 

| draw my breath in and attempt to calm my nerves. They're crawling and clawing and screaming just under 
the surface of my skin They want out. They want just one tiny fix of smack. They know they won't be getting 
it any time soon and they're fucking pissed about it. 

"How long has it been?" Axl asks me. 

| shrug, "My watch is fucking shot. don't know..maybe 14 to lb hours." 

"Is gonna get alot worse for you and Slash, isn't it?" 

| nod and look down. "We're gonna be really sick Ax..and so is Duff..You're the only one of us that's gonna be of 
any use for a while. Can you handle that? | don't know how long | have before the delirium sets in. | mean Ill 
try to do what | can.but there's gonna be a day or so that.lts gonna be bad man" 


"| don't know what to do lz" Axl shakes his head. 


"IFs just like when we were kids," | say to him, "just like when we would camp by the river. Just this time you 


cook the crabs instead of torturing them. Maybe find some fruit.plenty of coconuts. We need you Axl." 


"No Izzy, you have to help me. You're the one who knows how to do all this living off the land shit. | wouldn't 
begin to know how to cook a fucking crab if | caught one. No..you just have to suck it up and keep going." 


‘lm trying," | snap again. "I'm fucking trying.” 
"At least I'll get some forced sobriety out of you guys," he sighs as he looks the sand over. 
| smirk, "In three days you'll wish we were fucked up even more than we will” 


"lIl just leave you fuckers to starve," he smirks back. 


"No you won't," | smile confidently, "You need me. just like always." 
He shrugs, "What can | say? We all have our nasty little habits, don't we?" 


A moment of silence blankets us as we scrounge the beach for crabs. | can tell Axl is scared to death and 
worried. Usually he would be an asshole in a time like this. He was strangely calm and it made me nervous as 


fuck. 
"Hey Iz," he finally look up at me, "We're gonna make it..right?" 
"Well," | sigh, "Its not the Hilton but it has everything we should need. We just have to think like the primal 


beings we are without luxuries. We have water. We will eat. We can make a shelter or find a cave or 


something. They'll look for us. We just have to keep going until they find us. Its gonna be ok" 


Trials 

Trials 

Axis POV 

Slash and Izzy are in worse shape than | ever imagined possible. Its really bad and | don't know what the fuck 
to do. Duff is shaking almost as bad as they are. He keeps throwing up. He's doing his best to help me with 
them but you can tell he feels like shit. 

Slash keeps calling out for Steven and talking to him like he's really there. | guess Slash thinks he's there at 
least. But then the tables turn and he remembers that Steven is dead. Then he cries and squirms in pain and 
finally gives out from exhaustion for a few minutes, but then he wakes and it starts all over again. He's 
bathed in his own sweat and running a fever and there isn't a damn thing | can do about it. 

Izzy is much quieter than Slash. He doesn't make much sound apart from an occasional groan or moan in pain. 
He's shivering like he's freezing bu his skin is hot to the touch. I'm pretty sure he has a fever too. Every now 
and then he tries to talk to me normally, as if everything id fine. But somewhere in the conversations his mind 
takes him back to us as kids or something. He gets confused and thinks we're camping in Indiana somewhere. 
"Slash's fever is worse," Duff says to me as he wipes sweat off Slash with his shirt. 

"Yeah," | nod, "lz too | think." 

"We need to find a way to cool them off," Duff sighs wiping the sweat from his forehead with his arm. 

"We could take them down to the water," | suggest. 

Duff sighs, "I've got Slash. You got lz?" 

| nod. | try to rouse Izzy. "Izzy. Izzy you gotta wake up." | nudge his ribs. 

His eyes partially open 

"You're running a fever. You have to get in the water and try to cool off" 

Izzy moans in pain and tears seep from the corners of his eyes. | look up to see that Duff is dragging Slash 
through the sand by his arms. He has to stop half way to the water to vomit a little yellow bile. | look back 


down at Izzy writhing quietly in pain. | could hear his teeth chattering. 


"Come on Isbell," | say forcefully, "Get up off your junkie ass!" 


| hear him start to whimper and try to choke back the wail of cries that wanted out. He's fighting so hard to 
not let me see him fall apart like Slash has. He knows how much | rely on him. Izzy is the yin to my yang. My 
partner in crime. My veteran war hero. Together Izzy and | had conquered the world. | look up to him. | always 
have, and he knows it. So he's trying really hard to not fall apart on me. 

"Come on Iz..you can do it," | say in a more tender tone. 

| help him to his feet. He drapes himself over me for support. | hear him wince at every movement of his 
muscles and grunt with each labored step. | can feel him trembling in my arms. His skin is slippery with oil and 
sweat. He suddenly hunches over and vomits into the sand, 

"I'm sorry," he lightly moans with his arm around his mid section 

"IFs ok lz, let's just get you in the water." 

"This is strange," he groans, "it's usually me taking care of you." 

"Well then its high time | pay you back huh?" | smile trying to encourage him. 

"Why the fuck did | let myself get like this?" He chokes out with the gasps of pain. 


tll be over soon. That shit will be out of your system and you'll be good as new.’ 


We get to the water and Izzy crashes down in the shore line. | kneel on my knees next to him as the waves 
crash into the shore and spill over him. Duff is close by holding Slash's head up out of the water. 


"The stars are so pretty tonight," Izzy softly says next to me. 


| look up in the sky. They are beautiful. It's like a night sky I've never before seen More stars than you can 
imagine with no city lights to drown them out. 


| miss the stars," he mumbles. "Miss simple..you know?" 
"| know," | nod. 

"Its not how | thought it would be." 

"What's that?" | ask. 

"The fame..| didn't expect all this." 


"| did," | smile, "And more." 


"Sometimes it feels like too much for me," | hear him say as a wave crashes over us. 


"Too much? How can it ever be enough?" | lightly chuckle. 


"Don't you ever miss privacy? Quiet.no questions over and over..cameras and shit. Yeah, | miss the shit like 


this." 
"Minus smack withdrawal | assume?" 


‘| miss us back in Indiana..flat on our backs looking up at the stars.,just like this. | miss the dreaming. The 
dreaming was so much better than the pay off." 


| try to absorb what he's saying. But before | can Izzy's mind shifts. Suddenly we're kids again out in the 
Indiana night. 


"What time do you have to be home?" he asks me. 


| sigh softly. "Ive got all night Iz" 


Tropical Storms 


Author's Notes: 
sorry guys had internet difficulties but I'm back 


Tropical Storms 

Duff's POV 

My eyes flew open to a rolling clap of thunder. It was really dark. It was daylight, but it was almost pitch black. 
| sat up to feel wind blowing against my skin. | look down to the beach and can see the waves with swells over 
I5 feet high. The rest of the guys are still asleep around me. | look back to the huge waves. They spill almost 
halfway up the beach to us. We need to get further away. We need to find some cover. 


"Axl," | shake him, "Axl wake up." 


Instead of it waking Axl it wakes Izzy. He's always been such a light sleeper. Izzy takes one look at the beach 
then looks to me. "What | wouldn't give for a surfboard" 


"Surfboard? Are you fucking insane?" | ask feeling panic spread me. 

Izzy just gives me a smirk and a shrug. He then leans over Axl. "Axl," he says softly, "Gotta wake up." 

Axl groans and opens his eyes. "What?" 

"There's a storm coming. We have to find some shelter,” Izzy tells him. 

| turn to wake Slash. "Slash, come on man, get up." 

‘I'm up," he saws but doesn't open his eyes. 

| look back to the beach, the waves are covering most of it now. 

"We need to be up higher," Izzy sighs watching the waves with a longing expression 

"The waterfall," Axl nods. 

We all get up and begin gathering up our shoes and clothes and head for the falls. The wind gusts are picking 


up. | can feel it slightly pushing me forward. I'm not from a part of the world that gets hurricanes, but | think 
this just might be one. We begin hiking up the mountain as rain begins pelting us. The drops are coming in so 


strong they sting my skin. 


A strong gust of unrelenting wind comes again. | see Izzy go sideways from it. Luckily he was holding onto a 


vine or he would have been swept away. 

"God Izzy you need to eat," Axl says and flicks his head trying to move his red hair from his eyes. 
"Uh..guys.. Slash says. 

We all turn to look at him. We immediately see what he wanted to say. Just below him was water. Everything 
on the island except the mountain's had been devoured by the sea If we would have waited any longer the 
ocean would have engulfed us too. | notice a marked drop in the temperature. | try to look up into the 
blackened sky but the rain won't allow it. 

"How long you think it'll last?" Slash shouts over the rain and wind. 

"Who know's, just keep moving,” Axl calls out to him. 

Easy thing for Axl to keep saying. He hasn't spent the last week in a battle with his body like the rest of us 
had. We were as weak as new born kittens. Most likely dehydrated too. Even though the worst of our detox is 
over, we are still far from recovered. These things took time. 

"Izzy!" Slash calls out from the rear, "The water is getting higher, FUCKING MOVE!!!" 

| look over my shoulder and can see the water no more than six feet from Slash's legs. Holy fuck! Is this shit 
supposed to happen? Is this island fucking sinking? We climb. We climb past the falls, further than we have yet 
been. | see the dark mouth of a cave opening not far from us. 

"Hey guys, look," | point to it. 

"Come on," Axl says as he starts making his way fro it. 

We all follow suit. Not far from us | can hear the squealing of wild hogs as they themselves trample up the 
mountains. The monkeys are swinging in the palms above my head. They seem to know where they're going and 
what they're doing. Maybe we should be following them. 


"Come on," | hear Izzy yell at me. 


| snap from my daze and follow the others. As | crawled into the opening | felt the air draw even cooler. Izzy 


had the lighter sparked and seeing how far back the cave went. 
"Stop wasting all the fluid," Axl snaps at him. 


The lighter goes out and Izzy returns to us all, wet and shivering. 


"We need a fire," Slash says bouncing a bit to try to warm up. 
"We'd smoke ourselves out," Izzy sighs motioning to the cave roof. 


"All we can do is try to ride it out..see what happens," Axl mumbles as he watches the lightning illuminating 


the mountain. 
"What if the fucking ocean swallows us whole?" Slash questions, "It almost fucking did, remember?" 


"Come on Slash," | frown. His negative thinking is really fucking with this panic attack I'm having. Right now | 
wished they would all shut up and vanish. 


"You ok Duff?" Izzy softly asks sitting down next to me. 
| glance at him and only nod 

"Just breathe," he smiles at me and draws in a deep breath himself. "Come on, breathe inout" 

| start breathing on Izzy's command and do start to feel better. Thanks Iz. You just had to love this guy. He 


was always so calm in the face of impending doom. So confident that everything would be ok So encouraging 
just at that point when you just want to give up and throw in the towel. Failure was not an option with Izzy. 


"Thanks Iz," | finally smile. 
"Sure," he nonchalantly nods. 
"You ok lz?" | ask him, extending the gesture back if you will. 


"Soaking wet, cold, need food, want smack, a cigarette, a line of blow, and some booze.in that order..but l'm 


good," he smiles with a shrug. 


We laugh among ourselves a moment. Then the split second of joy is gone and we're face to face with reality 


again. 


"Really Duff," | hear Izzy say to me softly, "breathe." 


Time Presents New Problems 


Time Presents New Problems 
Slash's POV 


The fucking rain man. The fucking rain hasn't stopped for four days straight. The fucking tide has gone down at 
least. However we didn't go very far from our cave on the mountain. We were fucking starving. All we had had 
in the last four days was fucking coconuts, roasted on the fire, but still, there's not a whole lot you can do 
with fucking coconuts. Izzy had brought us back some leaves and shit to eat like a fucking salad, but that just 
didn't do it for me. My stomach was eating a hole into my back | was so goddamn hungry. 


Izzy, being that creative outdoorsy type was propped up against the wall of the cave with his stiletto 
switchblade carving points onto the ends of sticks. He says he's making arrows and spears to hunt with. I'm 
skeptical of course. But | do know Izzy's a pretty strong minded person. When he gets an idea in his head he 
just doesn't let the shit go. Whatever though, | guess it can't hurt to try, right? | mean it is Izzy who's been 
feeding us since we had gotten to this stupid island. 


Axl is out in the rain looking for perfectly straight sticks or some shit. Izzy had instructed him what to look 
for. | was surprised to see his grace, Axl, taking shit here so well. He hadn't had one of his little mood swings 
yet. The fucker seemed downright content, and so did Izzy. Fucking weirdo's. 


At least Duff is feeling me on the shittyness of this place. He looks more ready to crawl out of his skin than | 
do. Since we have been in the cave he has made us this time system on the wall. Single lines mark our days 
here. There's 13 of them. Beside it is a gram showing the hours of the day next to a ray of light that shines 


in. | have to hand it to him, it seems pretty accurate. 


Then the rain stops. Izzy and Duff look to each other. | know what they're thinking. Now crabs will be coming 
up to the beach. 


"We have like two hours of day light left," Duff comments. 
"That's plenty," Izzy nods, "Plus itll give me a chance to try this spear," He says admiring it's point 
"Slash, you stay here in case Axl comes back," Duff nods crawling out of the cave. 

"Yeah," | huff, "no fucking problem 

| was there by myself for a while. According to Duff's fucking sun dial like an hour. | then hear someone 


returning. | wait to see one of the guys but instead | see some fucking monkey. It looks at me and does some 


monkey scream. It bounces from side to side like it's gonna box me or something. | pick up a rock and throw it 


at it. 


"Get out of here you stupid monkey!” 
It makes a few more squawks at me and disappears. | frown and close my eyes. | guess | fall asleep. When | 
open my eyes again everyone is in the cave around me eating, and it's not coconuts. They have MEAT! Real 


fucking meat. 


"What are you guys eating? Did you fucking save me any?" | drowsily ask as | sit up. 
"Mmmm," Axl says wiping his mouth, "Iz killed a fucking hog" Then he and Duff broke out laughing. 


| look to Izzy who shyly smiles and continues to eat. 

"Really?" | ask in surprise. 

"By total fucking accident," Duff laughs even more. 

"You're eating aren't you?" Izzy smirks at him. 

"What am | missing?" | ask as | pull a chunk of meat away from Duff. 


"Fuck man, | was eating that," He frowns as he crawls out of the cave entrance and to the fire where the pig 


was still roasting over it. 

"Well," Axl smiled, "We were all down on the beach trying to find crabs. This pig runs across the beach and 
Izzy takes off after it with this fucking spear thing he made. The fucking hog is going through fucking palm 
trees like a rabbit, Izzy two feet behind the whole time. Finally the hog runs over the edge of a cliff and 
fucking breaks it's neck" Axl is hysterical with laughter. 

Duff returns with another chunk of meat. "Yeah, so Izzy climbed down and fetched it” 

| begin laughing with them. 

"You laugh," Izzy smiles, "You have food in your guts and you laugh?" 

"Hey man whatever method works for you," Axl shrugs, "Scaring them to death seems to do the trick” 

We all bust out laughing once more. 

My mind wanders off. 13 days. 13 days without dope. My sex drive was coming back and showing no mercy on 
me whatsoever. A stiff wind got me hard. | would really love some pussy. My hand was going to be calloused 


soon from all the jerking off. | wonder if the guys felt like | did? | had noticed us straying and going our in own 


directions for privacy lately. One could only assume they were doing what | was doing when | was alone. 


| look up and can see shadows dancing across Duff's baby like face. He smiles and flicks his hair aside every 
once in a while. Axl chuckles a deep soprano as he eats and prods at Izzy. His emerald eyes dance in the fire's 
flames. Izzy, usually so pale, looks tan from the red and orange embers illuminating him. His smile, though rare, 


is so beautiful and genuine. 


| feel myself growing in my pants. What the fuck? Where the guys fucking turning me on?! No. No fucking way! 
I'm not a fucking fag. No. 


"Slash? You ok? You look like you just discovered the bodies or something man," Duff chuckles to me. 


"No..l.lim fine.just thinking about Stevie." | sigh and look away. Then | really do start to think about Stevie. 


Tarzan 

Tarzan 

Izzy's POV 

Day 18. You know, I'm actually pretty good at this jungle living Tarzan shit. | keep coming up with ways to make 
traps and weapons. It keeps me busy and kills the time until someone finds us. However it had almost been 
three weeks and we hadn't so much as seen a plane fly over. No ships ever came across the horizon. It was 
as if we had toppled off the edge of the earth. | was beginning to wonder if they were even looking for us 
anymore. My gut tells me they have declared us all dead But | don't voice my opinions to the rest, it would 
just upset them. They needed hope. Hope was the only driving force that was going to pull them through this 
thing. 

| do actually kind of like it here. | like the simplicity and being so dependent on everything in this perfectly little 
balanced ecosystem. Here everything had a purpose, everything from leaves to trees, to sand and animals. It 
was how man lived before all of our modern conveniences. It was raw and primal and made me fucking feel 
alive. 

| glance over at Axl sitting with me in the dark down on the beach. He's looking up at the stars in awe of their 
gloriousness. And me..l'm in awe of Axl. | hadn't felt like this in years, not since we were kids. | assume my 
staring didn't go unnoticed by Axl. He was soon looking to me with furrowed brows that were asking me what 
the fuck | was looking at. 

"Why are you looking at me like that?" He asks me. 

"Like what?" | ask clearing my throat and looking away. 

"Don't give me that shit lz, you know what the hell I'm talking about." He presses me 

"No," | protest playing dumb, "no | don't" 

"You're looking at me the same fucking way you looked at me when we were kids." 

"So what if | was?" | shrug. 

"We're not kids anymore. We can't." 


"Axl chill out would you," | sigh cutting him off. 


"Hard to chill when you look at me like that. You think | don't know what's going through your mind? | know 
exactly what you're thinking.” 


‘Oh yeah?" | ask, "Indulge me then.what am | thinking?" 
"Thinking about us..us you know..” 
| smirk, "I think you're reading into shit Ax." 


"Am |?" He seriously asks and looks to me. Our eyes lock. All those lost and buried feelings are surfacing in his 
eyes. A moment later Axl is leaning in closer to me. 
"You still want me after all these years lz?" His question is full of curious wonder. 


Fuck. What do | say to that? Of course | still wanted him. | always had. | always would. | swallow hard as Axl's 


lips draw closer and closer to mine. 
"Not gonna happen Iz," he moans lightly as his lips brush mine. 


The fuck it ain't, | think to myself as my lips suction to his. My heart is pounding. My skin is burning up. 
There's a tingle of discomfort in my pants. Fuck yes | still wanted him. | put a hand on the back of his head 
and hold him to me. | taste his lips. My tongue dances a symphony inside of his mouth as | pray for him not 
to pull away. It had been a really really long time since | had kissed Axl. So many years since he had been in 
my arms. It all still felt so familiar and right. 


| get Axl flat on his back somehow. We continue kissing and caressing. The waves break on the shore and 
muffle our sounds of passion, but | can see the fire in his green eyes from the moonlight. It's been IB days 
since we were marooned here. | was sober for a change. My libedo was in overdrive. | wanted him like crazy. | 
wanted to feel him all over me and in every pore of me. | wanted to be consumed in this feverish moment of 


perfect bliss. 
"Thought it wasn't gonna happen," | pant as | hover over him, my hand snaking down to his erection 


"Shit up Iz," He huffs and pulls me down on him for another kiss. | feel his hands un-working my pants. Yeah, 
this was happening. Axl still wanted me too. 


"You know you can't resist me," | purr as | kiss my way down his neck Goose bumps form on his soft skin 


under my touch. "You know nobody knows your body like me baby." 

He begins shoving my pants down off my hips. 

"Come on, just do it already," he says to me. 

"What's the rush?" | smile to him and lightly kiss his lips. "There's no pressing engagements on my schedule. No 


curfew. No shows. No reporters. No pictures. Just this island" I've always enjoyed taking my time when it 


comes to sex. Usually the orgasm is everyone's pay off, but for me it was the foreplay. | loved it when 


someone begged for me. 

"You fucking tease," Axl moans as my lips kiss across his collar bone. 

A smile dawns my lips. "You know you like it," | draw my breath in and reach for the button on his pants. 

Axl pushes his pants the rest of the way off and tackles me to my back. 

‘Ooooh, look who's taking charge," | moan as he straddles me. That sexy smile on his face is just about all | 
need to bust a nut. | didn't realize until this moment that | had missed being with him so much. We just got so 
busy with the band and dope and girls that | hadn't even pay attention “Tell me you missed me," | whisper as | 
glance up at his closed eyes. 


"| did," he nods with a lusty whisper. 


| reach down and feel my swollen self. "And you want this huh?" | ask with my cock in my hand, hard, 
throbbing and purple. 


He smiles slyly as he looks me over. He lowers down and takes me into his mouth. Fuck | had forgotten how 


well Axl gave head. 


Remember This 


Remember This 
Axl's POV 


They always tell you that you can't go back in time. That its impossible to relive the past. Well, they were 
wrong. Izzy and | weren't stuck on some tropical island. No, we were at home in Indiana on the river bank under 
the stars. We were the pubescent boys we once had been, exploring each others bodies with a hungry need. 
Touching and stroking one another. Kisses softer than the fur of a cat's stomach. Fiery glances of wanting 
intents. 


Oh Izzy was something else. No one, and | mean no one would ever believe Izzy could be so intimate. To the 
world Izzy came off as the silent loner type. To the people who knew him best, we knew it wasn't like that. Izzy 
was normal, like all of us. But Izzy has this calm reserve that kicked in when things got tense. Izzy was so in 
tune with how people thought. That was why Izzy stayed out of the limelight. Izzy was the only one of us with 
enough foresight to see where it would go. And Izzy knew me, probably better than | knew myself. However, | 
too had Izzy's number. 


Yes, | knew just how to plant a seed of thought into his mind. | knew how to work him to my advantages. | 
knew every right word to say. Every caress | gave perfected just for him. Izzy had always found a way to 
seep into my inner being. And |, like hunger that can't be fed inside of him. Together we became one. We had 
always been this way. Love? Sure. The kind of love fairy tales are built on? No. But it was the kind of love that 


could never die. | would love him until my dying day. 


"Ohhhh," | can hear Izzy mumble as my mouth takes his entire length. | softly hum a scale as my tongue 


swivels his base. 


His hips writhe in the sand. His right hand is attached firmly to my hair, his left is coming down his stomach 
with more of his little moans of pleasure. Oh god how Izzy turns me on I've never understood it. I'm not gay. 
No other guy has ever made me want him like this. None but Izzy. Deep down | knew it was wrong, believe me, 


| knew. But it somehow never felt wrong. Being with Izzy was always so guilt free. So doubtless. So perfect. 


| hear him growl with a wanted need of fulfillment. Wanting only me to fulfill him. And | had every intent of 
doing just that. Izzy meant more to me than any other living on the face of this Earth and beyond. When GNR 
first got together Slash and Steven wanted me to be in a band with them, they never wanted Izzy. They soon 
figured out that the two of us were a package deal. We always had been. We always would be. 


"Oh Fuck Me," Izzy chuckled, "I can't believe you fucking remember how to do that shit” 


"Mmm," | hum and give him lusty eyes as | raise up slowly off his dick. "Wanna see what else | remember how 


to do?" 


Izzy sits up quickly, taking my shoulders with his hands and diverting all of my weight off of him and down on 
my back in the sand. He smirks to me with his cocky half grin that few ever get to see. He grabs both my 


wrists and extends them far above my head. 
"Nah darlin’, me first," he smiles and tenderly kisses me. 


His hands run down my chest and stomach, slowly and lightly. God he knows just how to drive me nuts. His 
tongue slowly licks a trail all the way down to my hair line. My breath shutters as | draw it in Izzy's eyes look 
up to mine. | can still see that scared, shy, yet curious child he had once been. | can see those familiar 
bicolored eyes. One was of gold, copper, topaz, amber, brass, and bronze. The other was the same except that 
shades of green and hazel were infused into the mix. Eyes that always made me feel safe. Even when the plane 


went down. Even when we were in the water. 


"Oh god Izzy | fucking missed that," | moan as he works a finger in my ass as he sucks my dick. Yeah, that's 
my lzzy. 


After a while Izzy stops sucking me off. He probably know's I'm about ready to blow my load. Izzy likes to 
fucking torture me. He loves to get me so worked up | just randomly come without even needing to be touched. 
Kinda like how your dick gets hard if the wind is right when you're a kid. Izzy, though not outwardly controlling, 


still needed elements of control. Making a person beg for more was Izzy's control when it came to sex. 
"Fuck Iz please don't stop," | beg. And I'm as sincere as | can fucking get. 


But then | feel him. | feel the pain of him entering me. He was thicker than the boy | remembered. But then | 


guess we still had some growing to do. Boy.!zzy had really grown from what | remembered. 
"You ok?" Izzy whispers to me. His soft warm eyes look at me and all pain disappears. 
"Yeah," | nod. "Please don't stop." 


His stride is slow and teases all my senses. His hands pin my hands to keep them away from my dick. He 
know's | want to come, but he's not going to let me any time soon. His kisses take my breath away and give 
me life all at the same time. No chick | have ever been with knew just how to kiss me or touch me right. No, 
only Izzy knew the real me. Only Izzy knew every last little button to push. And believe me, he remembered 
just how to push them all. 


"God you feel so good," his words trickle out into my ear as his teeth nibble at my ear lobes. 


His finger finds it's way into my mouth and | begin simulating around it with my tongue. Fingers that once 
tasted like cigarettes now taste like coconut and salt water. His other fingers grasp my jaw. His pace speeds up. 
| know he's close as hell. The question however is, is he gonna allow himself to come yet? Knowing Izzy, 


probably not. 


Lurking In The Shadows 


Lurking In The Shadows 
Duff's POV 


| was restless this night. | don't know why. Slash's soft snoring had never before bothered me, but tonight 
everything did. The first thing | noticed was that Axl and Izzy were gone. No huge shock really, they 
disappeared together pretty often. They had this thing about watching the night sky on the beach. Supposedly 
something they had done growing up together in Indiana. | assumed they were most likely down there now. So | 
pull on my boots to go join them. 


| leave the cave. A monkey squeals at me from over head. | look up and squint an evil eye. "Don't start any 
shit bro." Ok, I'm talking to a monkey now. Think | have been stuck on this goddamn island too long. | walk down 
the trail we have made down to the beach. As | approach | can hear them. The closer | get the clearer their 


sounds are. 


What | hear isn't talking. Not remotely. | hear evenly paced grunts. Grunts from both. Moans. Smacking. What 
the fuck am | hearing? | lighten my steps in the sand and try to keep myself hidden in the shadows. Finally | 
come to them on the beach. My jaw drops at what | see before me. This shit couldn't be for real. 


| see them naked on the sand. Moonlight is reflecting off Izzy's ass. His hands are tangled up in Axl's hair and 
they're sucking the air out of one another. Ax's legs are wrapped around Izzy like a fucking pretzel. His hands 
are glued to Izzy's hips. Their pelvis's grind together in harmony with some fucking music only they can hear. 
Jesus fucking Christ, they were fucking. Or..well.[zzy was fucking and Axl was getting fucked. Were my eyes 
deceiving me? Was | fucking dreaming this shit? Surely my dreams would be of something other than this. 


| crouch down and | watch them. They look so into it. Look like they've done this a few times. Who the hell am | 
to say they haven't. They do have this bond with one another that nothing ever seemed to break. Was this it? 
All these years had they been sneaking off to fuck one another? Was this the thing that kept them so close? | 


just couldn't even allow myself to believe what my own two eyes were seeing. 


| watch and | watch. Izzy's really a rhythm keeper. He fucks just like he plays a guitar. Not fast and like Slash, 
but in his cool laid back Izzy way. His lips and his hands are in constant use as he gently caresses Axl. Their 
kisses look so genuine. They look like there was no place they had rather be than right here, together. Was this 
shit for real? 


My hand slides down between my legs. My dick has gotten half hard from the show | was watching. | rub 
myself a bit and it quickly reaches it's full potential. | drop to both knees in the sand and quickly free it from 
the constraints of my jeans. My slender fingers wrap around it and grasp it hard. My eyes look back to Axl 
and Izzy going at it on the beach. 


‘I'm gonna make you come so hard," | can faintly hear Izzy moaning to Axl as his lips seize his again. 


| couldn't believe | was on my knees in the fucking sand stroking it to my friends. | couldn't believe Axl and Izzy 
were having sex. | couldn't believe Axl was so into it. | couldn't believe Izzy was such a great lover. | couldn't 


believe my dick was hard. And | couldn't believe all of it was about to make me come all over the sand. 


It took all | had to come quietly. | wanted to moan and scream out YES! But | knew | couldn't let my presence 
be known. | highly doubt Axl or Izzy want anyone knowing what they're doing out here. My god | will never look 
at them the same again. | hope | don't blush and get weird around them. Fuck, how was | going to lay down 


beside them at night without thinking about this? 


They show no signs of stopping any time soon. And despite the fact that I've already come, | still can't help but 
watch them. So meticulous. So detailed. So intimate. So caring. | feel myself getting hard again. Jesus, am | that 
deprived? That horny? Or just that turned on by Axl and Izzy? | have no answer but my hand soon finds it 
way back down to my dick. | stroke it in time with the movements of Izzy's hips. 


'Izzy..god Izzy harder," Axl begs as his fingers grasp firmly to the skin on his shoulders. 
‘Mmmm, not yet darlin," | can hear Izzy cooing back to him, never once faltering in his precise movements. 
"Please," | hear Axl more desperately beg. 


| was simply blown away by hearing Axl beg for any fucking thing. Who knew Izzy could evoke such, from Axl 
of all fucking people. But after seeing Izzy with him, the way he moved, the way he caressed, fuck | was ready 
to beg him my damn self. He was driving me fucking nuts and he wasn't even touching me. Jesus | can't believe 
lm thinking this shit. It's Izzy. lim not supposed to think about Izzy! I'm not fucking gay and Izzy is NOT 


supposed to be turning me on right now. But somehow, he fucking was. 


No! No fucking way!!! No, I'm just fucking horny from three weeks without chicks. Yeah, had to be it. No way in 
hell it was the color of Izzy's milky skin in the moonlight. It couldn't have been the grace of his movements. No 
fucking way! His velvety smooth whispers to Axl couldn't have been what was making the hair on the back of 
my neck twitch. It just could not be! Fuck | had to be having some weird fucking dream. 


No Fucking Way 


No Fucking Way 

Slash's POV 

I've come to realize one thing since I've been sober. Life is really fucking boring without drugs. The days are 
longer. Sleeping is harder. All | do is think and think and over think. Fuck what | wouldn't give for just one 
goddamn pinner joint. One fucking cigarette. One ice cold beer. But unless | go crazy and hallucinate or fucking 


get rescued, that shit just isn't going to happen. Fuck man, | really hate being sober. 


| hear rocks tumbling. | look over my shoulder to see I'm alone in the cave. The fire out side of it is nothing 


but burning embers. Then | see Duff's bleach blonde hair. 
"Where is everybody?" | ask him. 
His eyes go wide for a split second when he looks at me. "Uhhhh.| dunno man, just went to piss." 


His eyes are shifty. If | fucking didn't know any better | would think Duff was lying to me. He sits down next to 


me with a deep sigh. His fingers twine together as his elbows rest on his knees. 
"Penny for your thoughts," | yawn. 

| hear him sigh again, "It's nothing." 

"Nothing doesn't sigh like that.come on man spill it" 

He looks to me. He attempts to speak but stops himself. 

"Jesus man, would you just spill it!" | snap. 


He's hesitant a few more minutes. He finally manages to speak. "How long do you think Axl and Izzy have known 


each other?" 
"| dont know, since they were young from what they say." | answer with an un-understanding shrug. 
"Don't you ever wonder why they are so.so close?" He asks me. 

Again | shrug, "What the fuck do | care?" 


"Yeah, no..| mean.does anything.um has anything ever seemed.off? You know, with their friendship?" 


| shake my head not having a fucking clue what he was talking about. "Dude what the fuck are you talking 
about?" 


"Axl and Izzy..have you ever thought they were maybe..too close?" 
"No," | shrug. "Why?" 
"Its nothing," He shakes his head. 


"Oh for fuck's sake Duff, if it were nothing you wouldn't have fucking brought it up. Are you gonna get to the 


point or not?" 

"Well.you don't usually see one without the other. 

"Man me and Izzy have shot up together thousands of fucking times, Axl was never there" | correct him. 
His brows scrunch with deep thought. "Slash." 

"What!?" | almost yell. 

"Man," he says with a long pause, "l.l just saw them..down on the beach." 

"Yeah, so?" | ask wishing to god | could lick a toad or something and get high. 

"Man they were fucking.” 


What? Did | fucking hear that right? Did Duff just tell me Axl and Izzy were down on the beach fucking? No. 


No fucking way. "Say what?" | ask to be sure my ears hadn't deceived me. 


"Man | saw them with my own two eyes. They were going at it and | mean really fucking going at it.and 
enjoying the shit out of it judging how they sounded” 


‘Oh my god," | say cupping a hand over my huge smile. Duff however looks rather perturbed. "Seriously?! Oh 
man who was fucking who up the ass?" | laugh. | honestly think Duff is just fucking with me. 


"Man," Duff sighs, "it aint funny.” 


"Come on, you have to admit, it's a little funny," | continue laughing. Duff isn't. Never known him to hold a 


straight face so long. 


"Man I'm fucking serious," Duff says looking me right in the fucking eye. "| saw Izzy on top of Axl. Axl's legs 
wrapped around Izzy. They were kissing and shit. know what | saw." 


Now the words seem to be caught up in my throat as they swirl around my head. It was hard to imagine 
what he was telling me. | had fucked girls with both of them. How long had this been going on right under my 
nose? How could | have never spotted the signs before? The both seemed so anything but gay. Was | in the 
goddamn twilight zone? 


"You sure you didn't eat something.maybe try some berries or something?" | ask with marked skepticism. 
“Slash, I'm not fucked up ok! | know what | saw down there, all right?" 

Again l'm speechless as the seriousness on his face sinks in deep and manifests itself. Thoughts and images 
begin clouding my brain. | try to picture as Duff had said, Izzy on Axl with his legs wrapped around him. It was 


a picture that made my skin shudder a moment. Could it be true? Were Axl and Izzy fucking this whole time? 


"What the." | thoughtlessly mutter. My thoughts are broke off to the distant laughs of Axl and Izzy 


approaching. 


When they enter the cave Duff and | must have been looking like we had seen ghost's or some shit. Axl and 


Izzy both gave us a sideways glance. 
“There a problem?" Axl shrugs. 
"N..1no, why?" | manage to choke out. 


"Look like you're shocked," Izzy smiles. Izzy's smiling? 


"Yeah," | quickly interject. "It was fucking horrible..fucking monsters and shit after me.just really fucking real,” | 
nod. | glance at Duff who starts to nod too. 


Izzy creases one brow and glances at Axl. Axl just looks to him and shrugs as he settles in to go to sleep. Duff 
and | are still exchanging strange glances. Izzy looks us both over cautiously. His eyes go back and forth 
between the two of us. They finally settle on Duff. When | look up Duff has looked away all together while Izzy 
burns a hole in the side of his head. 


Sometimes Izzy seems almost fucking psychic. Or at least paternal in the way a very look could elicit the truth 
from you. Izzy knew something wasn't quite right. Just by mere observation he was able to tell the source lie 
with Duff. He also could tell that | knew whatever it was that Duff wasn't saying. God | hate being trapped 


under Izzy's stare when he know's there's some secret no one is telling him. 


A Day At The Beach 


A Day At The Beach 
Axl's POV 


Izzy is enjoying this desolate island shit a little too fucking much. You practically need a map of the island to 
know where all his damn booby traps for animals are. And trust me when | tell you, you don't want to find 
them the hard way. He had dug so many holes everywhere. Some he had even planted long spikes into. He was 
constantly devising new ways to obtain our food. He was a pretty good hunter actually. 


Recently he has figured out how to get string from saw palmetto bushes. Now he's devising tomahawks and 
hammers and shit with it. He's even been tying bamboo shoots together. Says he's making us a fucking cabana 
on the beach. If our situation wasn't so serious this shit would be funny. | guess his next project would be to 
make a damn bamboo raft for us to paddle our ass's out of here. Who knows, might actually work So far 
every one of his far fetched plans had worked. It all leads me to wonder where he learned all this shit from. 


Was he a fucking boy scout or something? One day I'll have to make it a point to ask him. 


Call me smitten if you will, because | love watching Izzy in action | feel much safer knowing Izzy has a handle 
on this jungle shit. Watching him get all hot and sweaty and working with his hands was like this huge turn on 
to me. And the fucker knew it too. His eyes caught me staring several times a day. He would always give me 


this look. It was like a smirk at our shared secret mixed with an ‘I'll show you later’ tease. 


And sweet Jesus had he shown me. We went at it like mad rabid dogs every chance we got. Sensual, sweet, 
loving, and more perfect than anything | could have ever imagined. Yet, no matter how sweet and wonderful it 
is, | know it ends when we get off this island. | knew it had to. The real world would never be very 


understanding of us. 

| look at Izzy and Slash who are digging a fucking trench for some reason | know it's got a purpose of some 
sort or Izzy wouldn't bother. Izzy keeps telling Slash it has to be deeper. Slash is arguing with him that this 
was a stupid idea. Duff was down on the beach trying to spear fish. From the look of things he wasn't doing 
very well at it. | kept hearing his distant curses every time he tried to spear something. Poor Duff. And 


me..lzzy has me tearing the strings from the saw palmetto's on the beach. 

‘GODDAMNITII" We all hear Duff shout out in frustration, having missed yet another target. 

"Looks like if we want food we had better send you lz," Slash sighs and wipes the sweat from his forehead. 
Izzy looks to Duff down on the beach. "He'll get the hang of it, | mean he does have all fucking day." 


| smile and continue pulling strings. They're not very big strings but they are durable. | glance up to see Izzy 
looking up into the palms. | can see his wheels turning. What in the world was he thinking about now? Another 


means to catch prey? A fucking tree house? Did he want a coconut? Luckily he soon speaks and answers my 
curiosity. 


"I just wonder how much weight these vines can support?" He thoughtlessly mutters, more to himself than us. 


"Why?" | simply have to ask 
"Come on," he smiles at me, "Haven't you ever wanted to swing on vines before?" 
Slash and | crack up. Izzy joins in too. 


"No..seriously though, | do wonder how much weight they hold. It would be fucking awesome If we didn't have 


to climb a mountain every time we needed water." 
"YOU MOTHERFUCKER!" Duff yells from the water. 


We all look and see him thrashing his fists, pretty much throwing a tantrum. Poor Duff. He just wasn't made 
to be a fisherman obviously. 


"Do you think | should go help?" | ask. 

"No," Izzy shakes his head, "he's gotta learn. We don't know how long we're gonna be stuck here 
"Kt better fucking not be much longer," Slash frowns. 

"What? It's not so bad," Izzy tells him. 


Slash looks up at him squinting one eye at the sun. "I know damn well you've found some sort of way to 


fucking get high off something here." 

Izzy rolls his eyes, "I wish." 

"You and me both man," Slash says plopping down on his ass. 

"Well, | for one am enjoying the hell out of seeing you three sober for a change," | comment. 
"Yeah, you would," Slash rolls his eyes at me. 

Is not as bad as | figured it would be. It's boring sometimes," Izzy shrugs. "Wish | had a guitar." 
"What? You mean you haven't drawn out plans in the sand on how to build one yet?" | chuckle. 


He smiles, "Well the body | do think | could do actually.but the strings." 


"What this stiff isn't string enough?" | smile holding up a strand. 

‘Not enough reverberation, need metal," he says scooping out a pile of sand. 
"SON OF A BITCHII" We hear from Duff. 

We all look in his direction laughing. 

| really don't think he's going to get the hang of it," | shake my head. 

‘If he gets hungry enough he will," Izzy laughs. 

"Hey, | don't wanna be hungry,” Slash cuts in. 

| grab my ruts, "I got something you can eat all right" 


Slash loses his smile all of the sudden A strange look comes over his face as he simply looks down and 


continues digging. What the fuck was that all about? Duff yelling breaks my train of thought. 


"FUCKING SHIT!!!" 


Surprise Surprise 

Surprise Surprise 

Izzy's POV 

Day 62. Something is not right with Duff. He had been acting strange for about a month now. He's been really 
short tempered. He normally has a longer fuse than us. Somehow though it has burned down to nothing. He 
seems even stranger when he's all alone with me. He actually tries to avoid being alone with me. What gives? | 
haven't done anything to him that I'm aware of. Why does he act like he has something against me? 

Right now Duff and | are out gathering rocks. He's quiet as shut and hasn't said a word to me. Anyone who 
knows Duff knows how friendly of a person he is. | decide on trying to make a little small talk with him. "Hey 
Duff?" 

"Huh?" He asks picking up a rock. 

"Do you know how to make wine?" | ask. 

"Wine?" He says looking at me. 


"Yeah, you know..to like get drunk on" 


He stands as straight as he can. The look on his face is screaming ‘why the fuck didn't | think of that?” "It'll 


take some time..but yeah..| think we have everything we need..well, except a container or barrel to hold it in" 
| smile at him, "I know how to make a barrel." 

"How?" He cocks his head in interest. 

"Bamboo and tree resin Let that shit bake in the sun and get hard..should hold | think" 

Duff shrugs, "Well what the fuck are you waiting on?" 

| chuckle, "So | take it you like my idea?" 

"Best one yet Iz," he nods seeming genuinely happy. A very welcomed change. 

"Come on lets go cut some bamboo," | motion 


We dump our rocks and begin chopping down equal sizes stalks of bamboo. 


Is gonna have to be air tight," Duff says to me as | cut away some tree bark so resin will seep out. 


| nod, "It'll be hard, but | think | can do it," | say smearing resin between two stalks. "I need string," | tell Duff, 


"To hold them in place while the resin dries." 


"lm on it," he nods and grabs a stalk of saw palmetto. "Jesus, we've been here two months. | can't believe we 


haven't already tried this." 

| shrug, "| guess we were banking on a rescue and not having to." 
"| guess," he nods. 

| smile, "Know what else I've thought about?" 

"tm afraid to ask" He chuckles. 


| wonder about the frogs. There's some kind of frog that if you lick it you get this like acid trip, Slash was 
telling me about it" 


Duff laughs, "Yeah, there is, but | Think it lives in the rain forest." 

"Too bad," | frown and smear more resin. "So what all do we need to make the wine?" | ask. 
"Fruit, sugar, and water." 

“That's it?" | ask in surprise. | guess | was expecting more ingredients. 

"Yeah, that's it man," he nods and hands me a string. 


"Slash will probably suck both our dicks for this one," | chuckle. | don't hear Duff laugh so | look to him. He has 
the oddest look on his face. Is he fucking blushing? "What is it?" | ask. 


He just shakes his head, "Nothing." 

| stop smearing resin and study his face. "You're lying." 

"Just leave it alone," he sighs. 

"Leave what alone? What's on your mind Duff? You can tell me, you know that." 
"Nothing," he snaps. 


"Well, you certainly ain't acting like it's nothing.” 


Duff doesn't say a word. Silence wraps around us as we go about making a barrel. | don't press him any 
further because | can see he's agitated. Neither of us utter one word for over an hour as | take stalks of 
bamboo, two at a time, glue them together with tree resin, tie them, and place them flat in the sun. Getting 
the resin is the slowest part of the process. It seeps from the tree rather slowly. Its going to take several 
days just to get enough. It would go quicker if | could get all the guys to help collect the resin 

Finally after a whole hour of sheer silence, Duff decides to speak. 

"lz" he sighs. 

| look up at him. 

"|| know about you and Axl" He say's skeptically, as if he's unsure how | might react. 

"Me and Axl?" | repeat. 

He nods, "| saw you two together on the beach one night" 

My mouth slightly gapes open. Had he seen us? "Doing what?" | question 


He huffs with a sideways glance, "Not stargazing.” 


"Oh," | softly remark and swallow hard. "Look, we're not gay if thats what you're thinking." He creases his brow 


and looks at me confused. 

"We dig chick man.it's just that.we started out..well.we..we lost our virginities to each other..and..and..” 
"| never imagined you to be that good in bed," Duff remarks out of the blue. 

"What?" | ask in utter dismay. 

"The..the way you moved..and the way you use your hands.." 

Ok So now l'm blushing. 

He smiles, "I fucking jerked off to that shit twice.” 

He what? "You..you jerked.Man are you sure you didn't lick a frog or something?" 

"| wish," he sighs. 


More uncomfortable silence wraps us again. Did Duff really just confess to me that watching me and Axl 


turned him on? Ok Duff has officially been here too long. He has some tropic version of prairie fever or 
something. Maybe something bit him. Whatever was going on, | was fucking speechless. Duff again breaks the 
awkward silence. 

‘It made me wanna be Axl, if you can believe that" 

| didn't know what the fuck to believe. "W..what?" 

"Are you ok Iz?" He asks me. 

"Me? |.l'm.just..” 

‘Im making you stutter?" He deviously smiles, "Interesting." 

"Duff?" 

"Yeah?" 

"What are you trying to say here?" | choke the words out. 

"I think you know," he says softly as he takes a step closer to me. 

lm paralyzed with shock I'm speechless. Jesus Christ, was Duff coming on to me? What did he expect me to 
do? Like take him, right here, right now? I'm assuming that's his wish, but | just don't think about guys like 


that, or well any guy other than Axl. He's so close to me | can feel the heat coming from his skin. God this 
shit was crazy. Duff wanted me to actually fuck him? Then again.maybe he wanted to fuck me. 


My Funny Valentine 


My Funny Valentine 
Duffis POV 


Izzy is so shocked that he looks terrified. That sort of made me feel empowered. Izzy was always so fucking 
cool in stressful situations. Well where is all that composure now? What, no words of wisdom? Nothing? Wow, 
who would have figured that Izzy Stradlin could be shocked and awed? And by me? Very very interesting. 
Maybe its his sobriety. Or maybe | actually managed to surprise him. Maybe he really didn't see this one 


coming. 

| take a step closer to him. | see him swallow and stand frozen. Another step. Izzy still stands as if he were a 
thousand pound statue. He's looking at me like I'm some grim reaper or something, here to take his soul. This 
wasn't exactly the effect | was going for. | wanted that passion he had with Axl. | wanted the loving 
compassion | wanted to feel the soft flesh on his lips. Jesus I've been on this island too damn long. 

| raise my hand to touch Izzy's cheek. He stops me by grabbing it. His eyes flutter when he looks at me. 
"Duff..what are you doing?" 


"| would think it's pretty obvious." 


‘lm not either," | shrug. "Or Axl, but you and him." 
"You don't understand Duff.me and Axl." 


"IFs cool Iz.1 promise | won't tell Axl," | smile and move even closer to him. His breath shudders and his body 


becomes even more rigid. 
"You're really confusing the fuck out of me here Duff” 


'| don't see what's so confusing.it's just sex, right?" | innocently purr like a cheap whore. But fuck, after two 
months without pussy, and after seeing what Izzy could do, | was fucking horny. Who wouldn't be? 


‘Man.what you're asking.what you..what you expect.. mean..." 
| chuckle. l'm so amused by this confusion Izzy has. | love having this control over him. | love seeing him 


venerable for a change. It made him seem so much more real. Seeing him all timid and shy | liked very much. 


It's cool, just let it happen," | whisper as | lower my lips toward his. 


His hands press on my chest. "Duff what the fuck are you doing?" 

"Im trying to kiss you," | whisper. *Please..please make me fell like you made him feel" 
"Duff | can't." 

"Yes you can" | interrupt him. "I want you to." 


He pushes me hard, "Would you fucking stop! This shit is fucking crazy! I'm not some fucking stud horse you 
can just breed at fucking willl" 


"Woah woah lz, | never said." 

"lim not into you man.l'm not a fucking fag ok?" 

"But it's different with Axl? What does Axl have a pussy we don't all know about? Its ok for you to fuck him?" 
| question, my voice pitched in sexual frustration. "Fucking shit Izzy, | just want to fucking comel! I'm not trying 
to goddamn marry you!" 

"This is crazy Duff..fucking psycho shit" Izzy shakes his head. 

"Don't mean it can't be fun," | shrug. 

"Look Duff I'm not into you like that.my..my fucking dick isn't even trying to get hard." 

"What do | have to do?" | ask 

| don't want you to do anything! This ain't gonna happen!" He loudly quips. 

"Come on, l'm sure you'll enjoy it" 


Izzy just stares at me. | can see he's thinking, but there's no way to guees what it is he's thinking. His 


expression gives me no clue at all. Good? Bad? 
"Duff, you're apparently not thinking very clearly," he says to me calmly. "Look at you..really." 


"Why are you being so fucking weird about this l2? | thought you'd be into it, | mean especially after what | 
saw you do to Axl” 


"Look what you say wasn't what you want. Axl's my best friend" 


"Well, ain't | your friend too?" | ask trying to convey wounded pride. 


"OF course you're my friend. And what we have just isn't like me and Axl" Izzy calmly speaks. 
"With a little effort maybe," | shrug, 

Izzy locks down with a sigh. "It would be all weird and awkward after and ruin our friendship. 
"Not if we don't let it," | protest 


Izzy is silent. Thinking deeply about what I've said. His reluctance is more than obvious. His concerns are 


legitimate. But jesus, it's just sex. It might be a bit awkward, but it would be worth it. 

"Duff.lim afraid you won't like it, that I'll hurt you, that it'll fuck up our friendship.tt's just not worth all that" 
"Why don't you let me make that decision Iz" 

He looks up at me and scans my eyes. "Duff, | really don't wanna do this." 

"Please Iz," | smile sweetly as | run the backs of my fingers down his bicep. 

Eventually | hear him whisper, "Ok" 

| smile. Izzy nervously steps up to me. His hand pulls my head down. His lips feverishly kiss me. It was just as 
great as | knew it would be. | begin melting like butter from his kiss. His other hands reaches down to unzip my 
jeans. Well, my cut offs. We had all ripped our pant's legs off the first week. 


"IIl be gentle ok," Izzy whispers in my ear as his tongue enters it. 


| trust you," | moan dying for more. 


Well Aint This A Duzzy 


Author's Notes: 
For all my Duzzy lovers out there. 


Well Ain't This A Duzzy 


Izzy's POV 


| kissed him. He apparently needed it and wanted it, so | lay it on him. | really gave it all I've got like | wanted to 
impress him. | couldn't believe he said all those things about how | move. Fuck | can't believe he got off to me 


fucking Axl. Now Duff expects a taste of what | have to offer. 


Duff is my friend, like Axl, but he's not Axl. Axl and | have this strange sort of eternal connection. Yes | would 
get into a bar room fight with Duff, maybe catch a stray bullet for him, but | don't think Duff wants 
something that easy. Duff said he wanted to BE Axl. That just wasn't possible. 


| can feel Duffs arms wrap around me and hold me tight as | kiss him. | feel his heart pounding in his chest. 
But then, | guess Duff has never done anything like this before so he's nervous. | mean fuck, I'm nervous. 


| unzip his fly and feel him tensing up. | pray it's second thoughts. | really don't wanna do this with Duff.to 
Duff. My eyes meet his for a moment. | can see the hesitation in his brown eyes but he doesn't stop me. No. 


He shimmy's out of his clothes and stands before me as a newborn in almost every sense of the word. 


| reach for my own fly and see his adam's apple bob up and down. His nervousness is to be expected. He clears 


his throat as | begin sliding out of my clothes. 

"H.how should | get?" he asks. 

"However you want," | say lowering myself to the sandy ground. 

| wanna see you," He says lowering into the sand next to me. "I liked how you looked at him." 

| know | can't give Duff those looks, but Jesus, what do you do when a friend is begging like this. | mean, l'm a 
man. By nature we just don't normally turn down the chance to come. And secondly, | understand how horny he 
and Slash probably are. | sort of felt bad that Axl and | at least got to come from something other than our 


own hands. 


Duff lays flat on his back in the sand looking up at me with this timid fear he was trying to cover with some 


sort of a smile. Duff is always so trusting. Here | am, about to boldly go where no man has gone before, and 


he trusts me to drive the ship. That says a lot about our friendship. 
"Just try to relax," | softly say to him as | wet two of my fingers. 


| relax on my side next to him, my eyes never leaving his. | slide my fingers down his balls, across his taint, 


and to his tensed opening. 

"Just relax," | whisper with a nod as my fingers work their way inside of him. 

Duff jumps slightly as my fingers enter him. But he takes a few shallow breaths and remains still, spreading 
his legs wider for me. My dick is getting hard at the sheer tightness of him. In a matter of speaking, he's a 
virgin. Duff will remember me forever. 

| slowly move my fingers. In and out, side To side, crossing, working them as deeply as my knuckles will let me. 
Duff's dick is hard and pointed to the left. His body says he's ready for me. Mine doesn't dispute the fact, but 
still, 'm so hesitant. 

| remove my fingers and crawl between Duff's spread thighs. | coat my dick and stroke it a little to get it 
more enticed. Fear is screaming in Duff's eyes. He probably didn't think | would be this big. ! get that a lot 
because l'm so fucking skinny from dope. Maybe now Duff will change his mind. 


He just looks at me and nods as he grabs his knee caps. 


| fall into a push up position over him and give him a little kiss. "We don't have to do this," | try to reason with 


him one last time. 
| want you to," he whispers in approval. 


So holding myself up with one hand | reach back with my right and brush the sand off it on my bare ass. It 


actually trembles a little when | reach for my dick. There isn't a trace of drugs left in me so | know it's fear. 


| grab my dick and slide the head over his opering a few times. "You sure?" | ask giving him just one last 


chance to back out. 
"Do it" he nods. 


| look down as | start to slowly push the head into his tight terrified hole. "Breathe Duff," | say as | look up at 


him and wait for him to relax. 


He takes a deep breath and exhales it with a nod. | begin to push with my hips. His eyes squint tight and his 
mouth opens as if he's going to yell but he doesn't. | slowly inch myself inside as | try not to pay attention to 


the pain on his face. 


"Do you want me to stop?" | ask. Come on Duff, wake up and realize what you're doing. 
Duff's POV 


| could feel myself stretching and tearing. Nothing this big has ever even exited my ass. Who fucking knew Izzy 
was so hung. But he's trying to be really gentle. He doesn't move at all until my hips begin grinding and asking 
for it. 


When he moves it's slow. He has the grace of a ballet dancer. He's considerate, always asking if l'm ok or if 


he's hurting me. Such sweet compassion. 


My arms pull his body down on top of mine. His hands run through my hair as his lips lightly kiss me. That 
scared timid look hasn't left his eyes for a second. | keep expecting him to stop or something. | expect him to 
lecture me how we shouldn't be doing this. But he doesn't. He continues to slowing glide through my nether 


regions. 


| feel him taking one of my hands off his ass. He places it on my dick and leans up to give me room to stroke 


it. Words couldn't describe how fucking good it felt. 


‘Mmmmm," he moans as he closes his eyes a moment. | don't know why he seems so sexy in this extremely 


awkward position 

He leans back resting his weight on his knees and lifts my hips off the ground. | plant my feet firmly in the 
sand to keep myself elevated for him. 

| stroke in time with his movements. It feels so fucking good. 

"You ready to come?" | hear Izzy ask me. 

| bite my lip with my eyes closed, my hand moving faster. Then Izzy does something. Just one single move. But 
like fucking magic it makes me start to come. My hand moves at a never before achieved pace as | spray 


down my chest and dribble onto my stomach. 


My legs shake and my breathing is so erratic. Izzy slowly releases my legs and lets himself slide out of me. He 
backs away, grabs his shorts and heads for the water. 


"Wait," | say, "Where are you going? What about you?" 


He turns slightly and shakes his head, "I'm good for now." 


Like The Rope In Gym Class 


Like The Rope In Gym Class 
Slash's POV 


This fucking island is really getting to me. As if its not hard enough to live like a fucking caveman, there's no 
fucking chicks. It's so bad that knot holes and pockets of warm sand sound appealing. Even the guys are making 
me bust wood around them. They all look like a sexy chick from behind. | have checked out every one of their 


ass's when they think I'm not looking. 


| wonder if men in prison go through this? Was it possible to get a hard dick from looking at a guy and not be 
gay? Really? l'm seriously fishing for an answer here. The only problem in my thoughts is that | am the 
shortest of us. I'm automatically the bitch. | don't find it very easy to picture myself taking it up the ass. 


| knew way too much about these guys. | knew Duff talked and talked the whole way through fucking chicks. 
Plus he was a premature nutter. Axl was a fucking freak | don't mean S€M freak, | mean that shit you never 
hear of or see in porns. Izzy was mister fucking romance, always wanting to make sure they were having a 


better time than he was. 

How could | actually think about placing myself in any of their senarios? But | was. At night | lay right next to 
Izzy. | would watch him sleep. | would scan his perfect body, enhanced in color by the sun and manual labor. | 
would think about scooting closer to him. | would plot how to touch him and make him think | was dreaming. 
Then | would roll over and be facing Axl, not to mention a whole new set of twisted thoughts. With Axl | liked 


to picture him bound and gagged. His legs would be in the splits and | would pound the shit out of him while | 
pulled his pretty red hair. God I'm fucking twisted in the head. 


With Duff | imagined spontanious sex in strange places. We would be so drunk we couldn't come if our lives 
depended on it. But we would certainly try. Die trying. Fuck! I'm starting to get that feeling you get from 
climbing the rope in gym class. 

"Slash?" 

"Huh?" | snap from my daze of watching Axl swim naked. 

"Are you fucking staring at my dick?" He asks a little surprised. 


| chuckle nervously, "Yeah man, I'm checking your dick out,"l roll my eyes, "Get real." 


"What's the matter?" He smirks, "Not as big as Izzy's?" 


My head snaps up in shock. 


"Yeah, | say you checking him out," Axl taunts me. "You're thinking a dick that big is a waste on a guy as quiet 
and hermit like as Izzy huh?" 


"No..." 


"He had all the girls in school one one of them finally gave him a shot. Every girl for a hundred miles knew 


what Izzy was packing, and Izzy wasn't at all shy about showing it off back then" 

"L can't imagine Izzy doing that" | shake my head. 

"Honest to god's truth," He nods as he swims. "Izzy used to be a lot different 

"What changed him?" | curiously ask. 

"Drugs," Axl replies. "They changed all of you. It's nice to finally get you three sober for once." 
‘Sobriety is highly over rated," | sigh. 


"Your sex drive all out of control?" Axl asks me as he halfway floats on his back, mindful to keep his dick 


submerged. 
"What do you know about it?" | ask and skip a rock across the blue water. 
"Just something lz said to me," he shrugs. 


There are a few minutes of silence as | stand on top of a rock. | see a fish swimming with Axl under the 


water's surface. | lift a spear and prepare to thrust it into the fish. 
"Woah! What the hell are you doing?" Axl asks in shock looking up at me. 

"Don't move.don't even fucking breathe," | say carefully as | prepare to lunge the spear. 
"NN.no," he tries to say, but before he can even flinch | have speared the fish 

"| GOT IT," | say quite proud of myself 


Axl grabs the spear and pulls the fish up. He has a disbelieving look on his face as he looks up at me. "You 
fucking did it!" 


‘I've been paying attention to you and Izzy," | say with a broad gleam and a double meaning. 


"So | can tell," Axl says as he swims back with my kill. 
"You know you would have make a great lab retriever," | joke with him as | take the fish on the spear. 


"Don't get cocky asshole, it's one fucking fish," he huffs and wipes the water from his face. 


lmbalanced Auras 


Imbalanced Auras 
Axl's POV 


The moon must be full or the tides causing strange behaviors. Shit around here has just been downright 
awkward. Izzy is kind of distancing himself from me. He acts guilty. Duff is like Izzy's shadow. Slash is kinda 


creepy and eyeballing all of us. | am perturbed. Something is going on with us around here. 

Izzy who is normally all over me acts like he has some secret he is keeping from me. He acts guilty. Like he 
has done something | would be ashamed of. When we are together he seems distant and ashamed! get the 
feeling he has betrayed me. 

Duff is always right under his his ass. | think he has an attraction for him. | swear I've caught him checking 
Izzy out on more than one occasion Izzy just pretends to ignore it. Or maybe Izzy just doesn’t notice, but | 
sure as fuck dol 

| know a come on when | see one. And Slash has been coming on to me. | mean downright blatantly flirting with 
me. He's done everything but just straight out asked me to have sex with him. Can you believe the shit | go 
through? 

Now back to Izzy and this disturbing feeling | get when we're together. When he looks at me it's like he's 
looking past me. When he touches me it seems calculated and rehearsed. | know there's something he's not 
telling me. | can always tell when Izzy is keeping a secret from me. 

And Duff. He seems almost too good of friends with Iz lately. It begs me to ask the question of whether or not 
they're fucking. Surely Izzy would never fuck any man other than me. And Duff..totally straight. But lately | 


have questions that plague me. Doubt is starting to take over the workings of my brain 


| have to know. So | decide to just ask Izzy. | know | will get an answer from him. He will either just tell me or 


try to lie to me. Izzy sucks at lying to me. | can always tell when he lies. 

"lz," | say as we gather mango. 

"Axl," he says back. 

"Would you ever fuck a guy? l.l mean another guy?" | manage to ask. 

He glances at be only a brief second. "I don't know. Never gave it any thought before." 


"Well.would you?" | ask again. 


"Would | what? Would | think about it? Or would | do it?" 
"Would. You. Ever. Fuck. Another. Man?" | all but spell it out in the sand for him. 


Izzy's quiet. Izzy's so quiet it scares me. | can see the thought slathering his brain Not imagining something, 


but reliving something, No. Please God don't tell me he already has. 
"He begs me Axl" Izzy's words faintly come out as he stares at the ground 

"He begs.who the fuck begs?" | ask feeling my face heat up. 

"Duff." he barely whispers the name. 

"You fucked Duff?!" | all but scream. 

"| didn't want to. just felt sorry for him," Izzy shrugs as he tries to explain 

"So you FUCK him???lll" | question loudly with what Im going to assume is a pretty hurt expression 
"Don't fucking look at me like that," he sighs, "You would have done the same fucking thing. 

| just stand there for a few moments with my mouth gaped open in shock 


"Catching fucking flies with that or is it an invitation?" Izzy finally questions with a shrug. 


The Gigolo 


The Gigolo 
Izzy's POV 


| was pretty used to Axl acting like this. He got this way every time | had sex with someone other than him. 
Axls strange in the way that everything he touches becomes his property. And | was his property, or so he 
saw it like that anyway. | was his personal gigolo. His toy. His and his alone. 


He had come between a large number of would be girlfriends. In fact he could get downright girly, possessive, 
vindictive, and problematic. In the end he always got his way when the girl would disappear. It's hard to keep a 
chick when your best friend finds ways to sabotage your relationships. 


It would be one thing if he did it because he loved me, but he didn't. | was basically to him what one of my 
favorite guitars were to me, very treasured possessions. | could live without them, sure, but the essence of 
their presence would be missed. So | had them insured, that way if they're ever lost | can have some sort of 
monotary comfort. But Axl can't exactly take out insurance on me in case he ever loses me. No. So Axl 


basically controlled my life. 


And none of it was for love. Axl didn't love me. Oh sure he would tell me from time to time that he loved me, 
but it was usually to get his ass off a hook. No | BELONGED to Axl. | was his treasured possession that he 
tried to keep in a glass case. | was the toy he didn't want to share. | was his dirty magazine that he needed to 


hide from his mom. Axl would always keep his claws in me. That was just Axl. 


| can see how fucking Duff would leave Axl feeling like he has to come between us and stop anything that 
might happen. But the truth is, | really like fucking Duff. With Axl it's like being some actor in a sleazy porn. 
"Camera's rolling..aaaaand action Izzy." There you are,on command and expected to deliver. And Axl expects and 
commands a lot. His mind is a spooky fucking place. If | tried to psychologically analyze his fucking brain I'd just 


end up blowing mine own out. 


Sometimes Axl was hard to please sexually. Sometimes he needed pain. Sometimes he needed to inflict it. 
Sometimes he had to be humiliated and dominated. Sometimes it was the other way around. | had taken a lot 
from him. | carried both physical as well as mental scars from him. All of them came with an ‘I'm sorry. You 
know | love you Some have thought | once tried to slit my wrists because they brandished scars. I've never 
tried to kill myself, for the record, the scars were accumulated from Axl tying me up. But | guess he also had 


a few passion wounds from me too. 


But Axls idea of love was warped. Love was power for him. Sex was also power. Hence, in Axl's mind, they 
were one in the same. Axl didn't love me. He loved the idea of loving me. But he would never never know what 
it really meant to be in love. | knew love. And | knew what Axl and | had was not it. What we had was a mutual 


comfort and no bounds of embarrassment. 


When Axl fucks me it's rough. He looks like he's trying to exercise demons from my soul or something. Looking 
at me like I'm a nemesis. Like someone who has done evil to him before. | see revenge in his eyes. And when he 
lets me fuck him he's like some bitch whore in heat begging for more. He kisses me and tells me how good | 
feel. Then a black curtain drops or his poles flip and he goes psychotic on me. He's fucking insane. 

But with Duff I'm not expected to be his personal gigolo. Duff doesn't command and dictate to me. And when | 
look in his eyes | see want and need. When he's in control he's as harmless as a cat and | like his tenderness. 
Duff actually cares that | feel good like he does. 

| had been with Axl so much that once while fucking Duff my hands found their way around his throat, 
something Axl likes. Duff freaked out. The mood was almost lost until | explained myself. Then Duff seemed 
almost wounded that Axl would even cross my mind while we were having sex. | suppose he had a valid point. 
"How could you?" Axl asks me in shock. 


"Axl, you and me have ro ties." 


"We have no ties?" he asks as he rushes up to me and grabs my arms. The mango's we had were being 


crushed under his feet. "We are fucking tied Izzy! You're mine and l'm your's." 

| jerk my arms away, “Jesus..we're not fucking boyfriends!" 

| never said that," he says softly backing away. 

"No but you treat me like I'm your fucking property! I'm not! | can fuck whoever, whenever, wherever!" 
He looks down and | see his crazy moods flip to something more somber. "So you want Duff instead?" 


"| don't fucking want anyone!" | shout. "It's sex.just fucking sex!" 


Habitual 
Habitual 
Duff's POV 


Today was a special day. Today was the day that our first batch of mango wine should be fermented and 
ready to drink. | woke up with my mouth watering for that first precious sip. Oh how | miss drinking. Thank god 
for fruit. Thank god for sugar cane. Thank god for water. Thank god for the Bamboo and resin. And thank you 
god for Izzy's thinking. 


| couldn't wait to go track him down so we could break open the seal, so to speak, together. | was so curious 
how it would taste. Hopefully not too bitter and not too sweet. | was hopeful as hell that it would get me drunk. 
That was the main thing. | really needed a fucking drink. 


Lately the only fucking thing that had kept me sane was Izzy. Izzy always knew when to tell me to breathe. 


Yeah, Izzy was really good at occupying my down time. | was actually always rather excited to be with him. 


No, I'm still not fucking gay. But Izzy really is the kind of guy you want to be stranded on a tropical island with. 
And it wasn't just for the sex. Izzy has knowledge we would have never known a thing about had it not been 


for this island. 


And yes, the sex is fucking epic. Izzy can be whatever it is you need at that moment. It's like he can read my 
mind and just know what | need to hear or feel. He's the most considerate lover I've ever had And no, still not 


gay, but it was true. Izzy could leave anyone, and | mean anyone, satisfied. 


After the awkwardness of the whole situation wore off | really started to have a lot of fun with Izzy. He's 
playful and | think it's cute. But he also certainly knows how to fucking take charge of a situation quick. 


Sometimes, not often, but sometimes it's like his mind just drifts off, like he's thinking about something, or 
someore else. Sometimes Axl has a role in our sex life. Not a hand's on role, but in control of Izzy somehow. | 
realize Izzy has never fucked another man besides Axl and myself. | also know Izzy isn't really dominating with 
females, he deems them as fragile flowers. But with a man, some weird three headed monster rips out of 
Izzy's skin from time to time. He becomes this black hooded torturer. The rest of the time he's your every 


fucking fantasy. 


| couldn't help but wonder about he and Axl. | wasn't jealous. | wasn't curious anymore, but still the two of 
them together crossed my mind often Izzy may have been fucking us both, but | think his mind was usually 
with Axl. 


| knew Axl liked kink. But after fucking Izzy | was starting to get a better idea of what that entailed. Shit like 
choking, slapping, calling people bitches and dirty whores. Yeah, Izzy sometimes forgot, | think, that he was 


fucking me when he would tell me how bad | wanted his rock hard cock. Or when he would let his fingers grip 
at my throat. Even when he was looking passionately in my eyes. | think Axl was always right there with us. 


Dare | even say..l think Izzy was in love with Axl. He denied it until he was blue in the face, but there's just 
this look he gets. And he only get's that look when it is something to do with Axl. | don't think Izzy wants to 
admit it. Maybe he doesn't even realize it. But he has this habitual need to obsess over Axl. 


He tells me that if Axl found out about us things wouldn't be very pretty. Izzy paints a very clear picture of 
a mad, neurotic, bipolar, crazed lunatic Axl. | don't doubt one thing he's told me. He also tells me that in Axl's 


eyes he belongs to him. 


Believe it or not, that was the easiest bit of information about Axl to take. A blind person could see Axl had a 
hold on Izzy. That had been evident since day one of seeing them in the same room. Though, in all my wildest 


dreams | would have never guessed they had fucked. 


Izzy says it had been about three years since they had last been together before this island. He says it was 
just this one time thing after Erin filed for a divorce. He say's Axl was crazy and suicidal. He tells me he didn't 


know what else to do, so he made love to him. After Axl come he knocked out two of Izzy's teeth. 


Izzy say's it wasn't the first time. He says Axl has hit him a lot after sex, like he's ashamed of what he's 
done. But Izzy never holds it against him. He understands Axl in a way no other human being ever possibly 


could. He's so tolerant of his bullshit. He tells me that everyone always walks away from Axl. He want's to be 


the one that doesn't. But he's not in love? 


If he's not in love then he's fucking brainwashed. | guess you could look at it as an abused woman would. ‘oh he 
did it because he loves me’, or ‘it was all my fault: He always makes excuses to justify Axl's behavior. Until 


this island we were all just blind to so much shit. But now..now shit's getting real clear. 


| Just Wanna Get Laid 


Author's Notes: 
This one's for all you Slax! fans. 


| Just Wanna Get Laid 

Slash's POV 

I'm getting really good at this fishing shit. Feels like I've been spearing fish my whole fucking life. It comes quite 
naturally to me. From the top of the rocks | see the fish come in with the tide. But guess what, the stupid 
fuckers don't see me. 

| was about to spear a fairly decent sized Marlon when l'm distracted by the sound of whimpers. | stop to 
listen, maybe to decipher who they belonged to. | was pretty sure they were Axl's. | look around trying to find 


the origin of their direction | climb down from the rock and let my ears lead me. 


Deep in a grove of saw palmetto under a palm tree | find Axl sobbing loudly into his hands. He starts to clench 


his hair and bang his head into the tree. Jesus, what the fuck had gotten into him. 
"Ax..you ok?" | timidly ask reaching down to touch his shoulder. 

He jumps and | hear his breath shudder as he draws it in. "It's just me man, Slash." 
He looks up at me with a red face, stained with tears. "Just fuck off" 


"Come on, don't be like that. Tell me what happened." | say quite sympathetically as | sit next to him in the 


sand. 
"It doesn't concern you, just go away," he snaps snidely. 
"Does it have something to do with Izzy?" | ask. 


My question stuns him apparently because his eyes snap in my direction. "What the fuck do you know about 
ie 


| shrug and try not to show him how uncomfortable | actually am. "Know you two go at it every chance you 


get." 


He has the most disbelieving look on his face. "What do you spy on us?" 


‘No..but it's a pretty small island.shit echoes sometimes. So let me guess, you found out about him and Duff?" 
More puzzled looks emit from Axl's confused face. "How the fuck do you know about it?" 


"Are you fucking kidding me? One day Duff's a total bitch, the next he's playing fucking hop scotch and 
shit.pretty obvious he got laid" 


"Why do you think it's Izzy? Could have been me." 


"Then | would have seen it," | say letting the cat out of the bag that | had basically been stalking him. | reach 
up and tuck his hair behind his ear. 


"Do you watch me all fucking day long?" he asks. 
| shrug, "Sometimes..yeah." 


His eyes are locked on mine and his grace is actually fucking silent. Speechless. "Wanna get back at him?" | smile 


raising an eyebrow. 

‘It's not a game," he shakes his head. "If | did that then Izzy would be all hurt because | fucked you." 

"Oh you mean kinda like how you're crying because he fucked Duff?" | ask. 

"Why are you doing this Slash? What do you get out of it?" 

"Hey, | just wanna get laid," | shrug with a smirk. 

"And you wanna fuck me?" he asks in shock 

"Yeah, sure..why not?" You can't describe the nonchalance of my voice. Come on Axl, take the bait. Take it. 
"Slash.are you gay?" He curiously asks me. 

"No more than any of you | guess." 

He looks at me long and hard. | see him tossing the idea around. | see him analyzing the maybe's. | see him 
thinking about Izzy. That is when his eyes suddenly go dark forest green. He pulls me to him and kisses me 
hard. 


"This what you want darlin?" He asks me when he moves his lips away. 


"This is good," | nod trying to hide my utter shock. 


"You wanna fuck me baby?" he coo's in my ear. 
| nod. 
"Give me all you got then," he almost hisses as his hands jerk at my tight torn leather shorts. 


Out of reflex | reach for his too. He grabs my hand and holds it tight. "Did | fucking say you could touch me 
bitch?" 


"Bitch?" | question. Ok, he want's to play fucking games huh? 


"| got your bitch," | say pushing him down and straddling his chest. | pull my dick out right in his face. "Now 
fucking suck it bitch." 


Mango Wine 


Mango Wine 
Izzy's POV 


Well much to my surprise Duff and | successfully made our first batch of Mango wine. It was a bit bitter at 
first, the sugar cane wasn't quite enough. Next time | will be sure to add double. But the shit packed a mighty 


punch. 


Duff is lounged out in the sand with a gourd full of the wine. He smiles contently at me. Like a proud proud 
father. And this wine is the offspring of our loins. Maybe I'm proud of it too, but | don't want to be like the 
proud parent with an ugly baby. If the shit sucks | hope someone tells me. 


| guess it's doing it's job. Slash is playing air guitar. | can actually hear the air notes he's playing. Would have 
made a great hook. It's times like this that | really miss having a guitar around. 


Axl keeps watching Slash. Its a look that mystifies me. It's a look | had seen a thousand times. Its happy Axl. 
Its content Axl. It's an afterglow. It was a look he usually looked at me with. Why was he giving Slash that 
freshly fucked and satisfied look? 


"Refill bar wench," Slash pushes his gourd to me. Axl gives a secretive snicker with Slash. Why do | feel like 
the ass of their little joke? 


"So," | say as | refill his gourd from my bamboo and resin bucket, "what have you two been up to all day?" | 


direct my question to Axl. 


He gives me a smirk. One of those sarcastic, pun intended, asshole smirks. What's this all about. And then | see 
it. Slash takes a drink of wine and some spills from the corner of his mouth. Axl reaches up and wipes it away. 


His laughing eyes meet mine and roll away. 


Holy shit! He fucked him! Axl fucking fucked Slash! That son of a bitch. | know he did it just to get under my 
skin. Just to get back at me for fucking Duff. How could he sink so vindictively fucking low? 


"Ah you know," Slash smiles to me. He's trying to fucking taunt me. "Little of this, little of that” 
| try to look away from Slash's taunt and Axl's vindictive smirk. The only place | can look is to Duff. He's half 
up on one elbow eyeballing the fuck out of all of us. | see the concern in his eyes when he looks at me. When 


his eyes shift to them | practically hear him say ‘Uhhohhh. 


‘lm sure you had a pretty good view of everything going on down here from the mountain huh?" Axl asks in a 


tone that is like daggers. 


"|| guess not," | softly say and take a drink. | can't let my feelings show to Slash and Duff. 
"Too bad," Axl shrugs. 


"Yeah you missed one hell of a show!" Slash says. His words are slurred. He's drunk. He's drunk from my wine 


and fucking my.. "You should see the way this crazy red head." 

Slash's words are cut off by Axl elbowing him in the ribs. 

"What?" Slash drunkenly shrugs and looks at Axl, "Not like we all aren't friends here, right?" 

"I think you've had too much to drink Slash," Duff sighs and tries not to look at anyone. 

"Duff, why don't you just suck Izzy's dick and shut the fuck up." 

Axl laughs with this wicked laugh. It makes me want to reach over and punch him in the fucking face. For some 
reason it causes Duff to come unglued. He tries to get up but | pull him back down and spill his wine. He looks 
at me like | fucking shot him. 


| don't go for being smacked around like that bitch over there," he hisses and points at Axl. 


"Bitch?!" Axl screeches, "You took lz up the ass just like me so that makes you just as much of a bitch as me, 


don't it?ll" 


Slash drunkenly giggles falling into Axl. "All you bitches are bitches..And | thought it would be me.. cuz l'm the 


smallest." 


Everyone cocks an eyebrow at Slash. And the asshole in me starts to morph into a monster. "Feeling left out 


there darlin?" | ask him as | seductively run my hand over my limp cock, but | made that shit look fucking hot 
"Look | think we've all had a little much to drink.” Duff tries to reason 

"Blow me why don't you, you bleach blonde faggot," Axl eggs him on 

"So | guess that makes you the faggot first huh?!" Duff loudly quips as | keep holding him down 


"Hey why don't you three skip the cat fight and go for it," Slash slurs sliding down the palms trunk, "I'm always 


up for some live porn" 
"Slash," Axl rolls his eyes, "Shut up." 


"Bitches shut up and | think all of you admitted to being the bitches here. A bitch takes it up the ass. | sure 


as fuck who wasn't taking it up the ass. If | recall correctly, | couldn't slam it deeply enough into your bitch 
ass." Slash drunkenly glares to Axl. 


"Sorry you dick isn't as big as mine," | seethe. | can feel the pain in Duff's eyes when he looks at me. Yeah, | 


know. | sound jealous. | act jealous. | am programmed by Axl. He has ruined me for anyone else. 


My Favorite Possession 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you slashgirl for that little bit of inspiration | needed. it really held a mirror up for me so | could see. 


My Favorite Possession 
Axl's POV 


No one else could ever manage to crawl into Izzy's head the way | had. | had infected his blood with my 
disease years ago. There is no cure. But Izzy manages to self medicate the pain. Before this island it was 
smack. Here it's his and Duff's little chemistry project. | have to hand it to them, their wine was a success. 


And way less deadly than the fucking heroin 


Slash, being the indulgent jack ass he is, drank until he pissed himself and passed out in the sand. I'm mildly 
troubled at this. Not because | could think of any further use of Slash this evening, but because the one 
cheerleader on my fucking team is passed out. And Izzy's cheerleader..well.just you try and out drink Duff 
McKagan. 


So here | sit, across the fire from Izzy and Duff's roaming hands. What he touches ever so gracefully belongs 
to me. What his eyes beg for is already mine, signed, sealed, and delivered. There is no part he can touch that 
hasn't already been touched by me. After all, what he's working so hard to obtain will forever be in my 


possession. Izzy is mine. 


Funny how sometimes we find that our lives would cease to function properly if just one special person was 
removed from our equation. Izzy is that someone to me. Without Izzy there's just no cause to breathe 
anymore. Izzy was that one unique soul created and hand selected by God just for me. He was the reason my 


heart even beat. 


My heart isn't normal. I'm sure Izzy wouldn't even dispute this fact. | have a confused heart. It loves 
something | can never allow it to have. Happiness is not an option for me. No, | was meant to suffer, to 


torture, to implode from my own explosive nature. 


| wasn't born this way. No, life had made me this way. | felt caught in a mortal twisted coil | just couldn't get 
free from. | guess being fucked in the ass as a toddler and being beat for I1 fucking years has a way of 
fragmenting a person's mind. 


On one hand you have a man, a father by blood, fuck you and tell you it's love. Tell you they love you so 
much while they use their body to do vile sick things to you. And on the other hand you have another father, 
not of blood, but by writing, a man of God as he claims to be, who beats the fuck out of you if you check out 


a chick on TV. He tells you its sin and it's evil and wrong and that he loves you and will save you once he casts 
out the demon that possesses you. Then you watch as he beats your mother into obedience. She drops to her 


knees on command. That was the kind of power he had, and this power he called love. 


So | guess it's no big mystery why l'm fucked in the head. Since women were a sin, Izzy was the right thing to 
choose as my own. Because he took my abuse, bent to my will, and allowed me to dominate over him, | did. | 


had him in perfect submission, just as my mother was. All of this because he was mine. And | call it love. 


No one could possibly ever last the test of endurance | bestowed on Izzy. No one could ever make him love all 
the twisted abnormalities of human psyche the way | could. Well, none but heroin. | can see how loving me 


might require lots of heroin 


Izzy's the type of person who has to have a purpose in life. He has always said that his is to be that one 
person who will never turn their back on me. Its because he loves me. Loves me so much it controls him. He's 
a puppet. His strings dangle at my will from my diligent fingertips. Just a little pull, a tug, a slide, he does as | 
intend. Mine. 


But Duff was not my fucking intent. Nobody ran this shit by me first. | mean how can Izzy, the person | love, 
let someone else touch him? Someone who would try to take away my most prized possession? | had chased 
away many would be gold digging groupie whores away from Izzy in order to keep him. It's like while | was so 
busy guarding the front door, someone slipped in the back. Someone came in and stole Izzy from me. And it's 
someone | know, someone | let into my house’ and they found my Izzy somewhere tucked safely away in some 


drawer. 


Izzy may have lent the use of his body to Duff, just as he had so many whores in the past, but he could 
never belong to another. None will ever compare to me because l'm in his blood. Soon Duff will see it. 


Everything that is Izzy belongs to me. 


Hell | don't really mind entertaining Izzy's little independent rebellious streak, it keeps the fire alive and makes 
me appreciate him all over again. Fall in love all over again. | know Izzy feels the same because he can never 


refuse me. Izzy loves me, and that love can not be broken, or stolen, or replaced with something else. It's 


immortal. It is all that is. Just wait. Duff will see for himself. 


He looks at Izzy like he had discovered a diamond twice the size of the hope diamond. Like he is an anti-venom. 


A savior. A Blessing. A gift from above. But Duff will never have him. He will never have what is mine. 


Revelations 


Author's Notes: 
In advance | would like to apologize to Nexus's keyboard, should any of her food find it's way to it. 


Revelations 


Duff's POV 


| awake. An incessant pounding commences behind my eyes. It's in my body as well. | open my eyes but cab see 
but one tiny sheer ray of light. Something covers my eyes. | moan a little and attempt to uncover my eyes. 


My arm won't budge. 

Turning my covered face to the side | wrangle my head into an angle where | can see what is wrong with my 
arm. It's fucking tied to a tree. There are fucking braids of saw palmetto made into a fucking rope. Who the 
fuck tied me up? And who the hell made such a good fucking rope out of this shit? Did | really get so wasted 
from the wine that | missed all this shit happening to me? Was this one of those let's fuck with the drunk 


passed out guy moments? 


| turn my shielded eyes the other direction to find my other arm similarly bound. | wiggle my legs, they at 


least seem to be free. 

"OK," | laugh, "funny, you got me..ha ha." 

| hear someone stir but | can't see who it is. 

"Fuck," | hear. It's Izzy. 

| hear him moving toward me. He pulls the thing which shields my eyes off my face. Light comes in and the 
pounding in my head explodes. Everything is so bright that | can see nothing but white blinding me for a 
moment. Then things come into focus. Izzy is over me with a half asleep, half panicked and amazingly ashamed 
look on his face. He quickly unties my arms. 


"I'm so sorry Duff. must have fallen asleep.” 


He's as naked as the day he was born | lift my head to examine myself. | am too. I'm slightly perturbed when | 


see red swollen bite marks on my thighs. 


"|z.what the fuck?" 


‘I'm so so sorry Duff," Izzy keeps saying as he struggles to untie me. 
"Did you fucking tie me up?" | ask as one of my arms comes free. 


‘|| got carried away Duff.l'm so so sorry," his words come out truly apologetic. There aren't even the words 
to explain the ashamed expression in his eyes. 


| start to think really fucking hard. Straining to remember what series of fucked up events left me in this 
position | sit up as Izzy frees my other arm. There are scratches down my stomach. They burn from the 
sweat that has formed on me already. 


My eyes meet Izzy's. He's terrified. Terrified why? Ashamed why? What's he done to me? Why does he look 
like he's done something wrong? Has he? | still don't know what the fuck is going on. | run my hand over my 
face and neck as | think. | feel pain in my throat. | swallow and it feels sore. 


lzzy backs away from me and looks down. | literally see the demons in his mind. | see worry and concern 


swirling out. I've never ever seen him look so unhappy. Did | do something wrong? 


Then like a fucking coconut to the head the night before hits me. | get a dim memory of Izzy on top of me. A 
primal growl comes from him as he fucks me and scratches at my chest like a fucking mad man. A twinge of 


pain shoots through my ass as | recall how hard he fucked me. Viciously fucked me. 
"l2." | utter. 


He shakes his head as a tear falls from his eye. "I'm really really sorry Duff." His hands accent his words as 
he sits on edge staring at me like I'm a dead body come to life or something. 


Then | hear is words in my head, things he had said to me last night. "You'll never get this shit out of your 
head darlin’. You will never forget bleeding for me. You'll never see anything the same. You're mine now. Ruined. 
Just like me." 


"|. was so drunk.." | hear him speaking. Shock is starting to set in. "Please Duff.that wasn't me...” 


| look at him searching for the words to say. Fuck | don't even really know what the hell went on. Then another 
memory hits me. While Izzy was tying me up | asked him to stop. No, | fucking begged him to stop. Had | cried? 
| think | did | remember how black Izzy's eye's had been. "You know you want it you fucking whore," his words 


had said. 


While | just stare at him even more memories flood my mind. Axl. | can see Axl so perfectly. He's hovered 


over Izzy's shoulder as he brutally takes me. "Fuck him lz. Show him how love feels." What the fuck? 


"Oh my god," the words trickle from my aching throat. Then | see his hands around my throat. | se Axl's hands 


all over Izzy, kissing his neck from behind. Izzy seems so lost. Lost somewhere between dream and reality, 


fantasy and fiction. "Harder Izzy," Axl's words taunt his ear. 
"What the fuck Izzy?" | ask in mortal shock as | start to back away from him. 

"Duff, no.no please." 

"Fuck you you crazy motherfucker.Jesus Christ.you're fucking twisted. You sick sick fuck" 

"Duff | didn't mean to.” 

"To what?" | snap, "To fucking practically rape me while Axl cheered you on?! You sick motherfuckers!" 
'No.we had too much to drink Duff.you know I'd never hurt you." 

"Bullshit," | hiss. 

"Please." Izzy says and makes a move for me. 

"Don't fucking touch me," | jerk away. "Get the fuck away from me you sick fucking freak!" | jump up, still 
naked and run away. | can not get away from lzzy fast enough. The further away | get from him the more 


clearly last night replays in my head. | was a fucking pawn in some sick sexual Izzy and Axl fantasy. | felt used. 


Betrayed. Damaged. 


Foresight 


Author's Notes: 

| know some of you reading this must think I'm kinda a twisted fuck myself. I'm really not. But | do accept that 
all people have had some misconstrued idea at some point of what love is. For most its a feeling of perfect 
perfection. To others’ they really have no clue so they cling to habit, control, sometimes even brute force and 


domination. In the end, who really knows? 
Foresight 


Slash's POV 


| knew some fucked up shit was going to go down last night when | looked up over the fire and saw the look in 
Izzy's eyes. He looked at me as though | had stolen something precious from him. | saw the revenge in his 
fucking black eyes. So | did as any smart person would do in that situation. | pretended to pass out, safely 
removing myself from whatever plot was forming in Izzy's mind. There was something sick swirling about Axl's 


head too. Something dark in the way he smiled at Izzy. 

It all started with Duff innocently and sweetly kissing Izzy's neck. Softly asking him to go somewhere more 
private. More away from Axl and myself. Finally | hear Axl's deep voice lightly come up like the dancing flames 
of our fire. 

"You think you know what he wants don't you?" 


| then hear Izzy. "Axl.fucking stop it” 


"Hey, I'm trying to do Duff here a favor. He doesn't fucking understand you. He doesn’t know what you fucking 


need, what you want." 
"He can show me," | hear Duff's drunken coos. 


"You know," | hear the snide smirk in Axl's voice, "That's not a bad idea. Go on Iz.show him. Show Duff how you 
like it” Then like a prowling tiger, on his hands and knees, Axl crawls for Izzy. 


Izzy's drunk eyes close in rapture as Axl whispers something | can't hear into Izzy's ear while his fingers 
lightly go around his neck. When Izzy's eyes reopen he is someone else. His eyes go from Axl, straight to Duff. 
Duff thinks its all fun and drunken games as Izzy kisses him tenderly. | myself am confused by his display of 


truest affection. 


Then Axl places a braided rope of saw palmetto in Izzy's hand. He gives Izzy a nod as he runs his tongue up 


Izzy's spine. Izzy draws in a his of delight as his eyes roll back like he's on some really good dope. His hands 
snake around one of Duff's wrists as he tries to kiss him into this unawareness. But Duffs not that fucking 
lost. 

"What are you doing Iz?" | hear him ask. 


“Shhhh," Izzy silences him with a kiss as Axl ties the other end of the rope to the trunk of a palm tree. 


Axl then tosses another piece of his rope on Duffs chest. Izzy mechanically takes it and tried to get Duff's 
other wrist. By now Duff is thrashing and flaying, trying to break free from Izzy. 


"Come on Darlin’, you know you fucking want me." Izzy's words come out so harmlessly. 
"That's it Iz," | hear a dark chuckle come from Axl as he starts to jerk away Duff's cut offs. 
"Are you infuckingsane! Let me the fuck go! Izzy what the fuck?" 


"Fuck him Izzy," Axl hisses as he tightly ties the other rope to another tree leaving Duff like a crucified Jesus 
in the sand. "Fucking show him Izzy. He wants you. Show him." 


Izzy just robotically nods as his fingers drag across Duff's bare chest. "You ready for me pretty baby?" Izzy 
doesn't even seem like Izzy. It's like he's under a spell. Hypnotized. Axl's fucking puppet. 


Izzy shows no compassion at all as he crudely shoves himself inside of Duff. Duff screams with a broken voice 
and tears of frustration begging Izzy to stop. | don't fucking think Izzy even knows Duff is here at this point. 
His hands are too busy running through Axl's hair as Axl bites viciously at Duff's thighs. 


"Fucking show him what love is," Axl looks deeply into Izzy's eyes and gives him a supple kiss. Izzy obeyed on 
command with a nod. with these animalistic growls he starts fucking the shit out of Duff. His hands wrap 


around his neck. He's choking him. 


Axl takes Izzy from behind Duff. His hands work over his body. His lips kiss everything. He starts to slide out 


of his own clothes. 


"You'll never get this shit out of your head darlin’," | hear Izzy say in such a menacing voice. "You'll never 


forget bleeding for me. You'll never see anything the same. You're mine now. Ruined. Just like me." 
"Harder baby," Axl taunts in Izzy's ear. "Fuck him lz" 


This torture went on for hours because Izzy was so drunk he couldn't come, no matter how hard he fucked 
Duff it just wouldn't happen. Close to the end of it all Duff sort of passed out from the pain and exhaustion. 
Sweat poured down Izzy's chest as Axl entered him from behind. Izzy moans out in delight as Axl begins 
making his go fucking nuts. When his dick thrusts into Duff it makes Axl's dick do the opposite to him. | never 


knew a person could get fucked so hard and seem to love it. 


Izzy finally come inside of Duff with Axl behind him, a hand around his throat and another in his hair pulling 
his head back. "I love you," Axl pants just before releasing Izzy. Then he gets up, gets dressed, and walks away. 
Izzy rolls over onto his back and is out before his head even hits the sand. | patiently wait and make my exit. 


Lost 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, Izzy knows it's wrong. Yes Izzy needs that little element of wrong. Yes Izzy is sorry. 


Lost 
Izzy's POV 


What have | done? How could | do something so horrible so someone so sweet and caring. All Duff wanted was 
for me to feel good. He went to such great lengths to be what | needed, compassionate. But like always, Axl 
fucked it all up. Axl fucked me all up. He had made me destroy maybe the purest thing on this whole fucking 


island. 


How could | let him get inside my head like like? How could | allow him to make me do that shit to Duff. Duff 
never did anything to deserve that shit. All he wanted was a little innocent fun with me. All sweetness, 
tenderness, just the way Duff is. But | showed him that fucking three headed monster inside of me. A monster 


Axl alone had made in me. How could | ever tell Duff how sorry | was. 


| can barely even remember all of the sick things | did to him, said to him. | had no control with Axl there in 
my ear. | was under his command, just like always. How did he have such a strong evil hold on my very 


actions. | wasn't fucking Duff at all last night, it was Axl. It was Axl | imagined as my dick slammed in and out 


of Duff. Hell | was Axl in that moment. 


| have wanted so long to just have normal sex, normal love. But Axl screws up every intent | make. He chases 
away anyone who would ever show me the right way to love and be loved He makes sure the only way | know 
is his way. And he's made it so. Last night | would have never been able to come from sweet love making on 
the beach. No, there had to be this element of pain and control. There always had to be some for me. It was 


all | knew. Axl made sure of it. 


| know how sick and twisted what | did was. | know how horribly wrong it was. | know | fucking hurt Duff. | know 
I've fucked his head all up. | just don't know how to kill that fucking need in me. That need for Axl and how only 
Axl gets my blood pumping right. How do | reprogram all the years of Axl? 


He plant the seed in my mind when we were so young. | trusted him so much. Trusted him enough to let him 
do to me the things | did to Duff last night. He showed me that sick pleasure you could get by going just a 

step beyond what a normal person stops at. Then as | start fucking girls they're all loose and sleazy and into 
the shit. Whores in heat. They tell me they love it. So there it starts. Love is this.this rash display of power 


and control. That seed is a fucking oak tree by now. 


There's no changing this | don't think | think it's too late for me. Too late for Axl. While we were one in the 
same it just didn't give is the dictating right to turn other people over to our darkness. Especially not against 
their wills. 


| had raped Duff. There's just no other word for what | did to him. It wasn't with his consent. It wasn't some 
kinky game like | must have imagined it was last night. No, | was a fucking rapist. | fucking raped one of my 
friends. God that very word holds me down with so much weight and guilt. | can't express this remorse | feel. | 


feel evil. | feel horrible and cold and ugly. Goddamn you Axl. Why did you make me do this? 


| wished to god | had died every time | had had an overdose. | know, now that l'm sober, that | wanted to 
fucking die. Die by something everyone could say was an accident. But | knew exactly what | was doing. It 


wouldn't have been an accident. 


Right now my veins were longing for one fucking shot of smack to kill this fucking thing inside of me. It was 
the only power over me that was stronger than Axl. It was the only thing that kept him out of my goddamn 
head. It was the answer to my every question The cure for my every disease. The love above all loves. 


Without it all I'm left with is Axl. 


Axl. The one fucking addiction | can't quit. The one fucking thing that never goes away. The one fucking thing 
that could control me when heroin wasn't there. Heroin had somewhat saved me and kept me sane over the 


years. You see what's happening to me now without it. 


Heroin kept me in line. It kept me numb. It made it impossible for Axl to even register in me. It was blissful 
ignorance. The only love | wanted to feel. It felt so fucking safe. Now I'm shattering like glass. I'm forced to face 
things | haven't dealt with in years. And | don't want to. Its too dark. Too evil. Too close to home. 


Tears of bitter remorse fall from my eyes as | wash Duff's blood off me. | can't help but remember all the 
times | have bled for Axl.and all the times he has bled for me. Don't be mistaken here, Axl and | are complete 
equals. What's broken in him is broken in me. What's evil in him is evil in me too. Our desires and wants and 


needs are one in the same. Totally fucking fucked. 


Master Of Disquises 


Author's Notes: 
Slash Totally gets it 


Master On Disquises 
Slash's POV 


| still remember the first time | ever saw Izzy. He and Axl were in Hollywood Rose. Stevie had told me to come 
check out the singer. Izzy was almost invisible when you put him on a stage with Axl. Not that he wanted to 
be, he just became that way. And lzzy fucking hated it. But he never fought for more spotlight the way | did. 
Izzy just took it and faded into the foreground. 


Then we talked for the first time. It was evident Izzy didn't care about his guitar being an extension of his dick 
the way | did. Izzy was a songwriter. Izzy was a harmonizer. Izzy knew how to create music when all of us only 


knew how to create sound. lzzy was the real artist. 


And they say the soul of an artist is tortured somehow. Yeah, that was the kind of vibe Izzy gave off. He 
looked so shy and passive. But when he was fucked up you saw a whole different side of Izzy. Izzy had this 
passive yet domineering way in which he could always manage to get his way. All it really took was convincing 


Axl, and no one could get Axl to do anything but Izzy. 


Anyone who knows Axl knows how stubborn and pig headed he is. And we all know that if we need something 
done we have to go through Izzy. He was like the magic portal to Axl. | guess over the years we all shrugged 
their connection off. They grew up in the same place with the same people and the same ideas, right? It was 


only natural that they would stick together. It was like me and Stevie, so | thought. 


But that's not the case. Their two souls are impotent and empty without being merged. Neither of them knew 
how to be themselves without each other. Axl was a free spirit who had no problem telling the world to get 


bent. Izzy lived more in his own head than with the rest of us. Axl was Izzy's outlet and Izzy was Axl's inlet. 


Crazy right? But we never saw it before. All the words Izzy had written, some sick, some desperate, some 
beautiful, were all a reflection of Axl. They were all words to Axl. All of it for Axl. Every artist has a muse 
and Axl was Izzy's muse. | think that was why Izzy never wanted us to record Don't Cry. It was one of the 
first songs he had ever even written. Such beautiful words with a beautiful message. Such tenderness and 
affection. | think Izzy was afraid to reveal those feelings. So he pumped out a dozen, lets get fucked up and 
party songs, with the exception of Sweet Child Well, no mystery there as to who the sweet child may be. 


| guess | started to see Izzy's heart was sort of black in the middle of a heroin binge. We were at some 


fucking dealers house. We missed a bunch of practices and Axl came looking for Izzy. Axl was genuinely 
concerned and Izzy was ice fucking cold. He told Axl to go fuck himself for a change. He even fucking punched 
him. | had never seen Axl cry, but he did. He begged Izzy to stop. He begged him to leave with him. But Izzy 
wasn't having it. It was like the two of them were in this battle for utter control of the other. 


I've seen Izzy back down from Axl several times. But I've also seen him go toe to toe with him. That's 
something that Izzy and Izzy alone can do. No one could talk to Axl Rose and tell him he was a dictating fascist, 
but Izzy could. We all needed Izzy, even if it was just to deal with Axl. He was the only person who could and 


would stand up to Axl. Izzy was like a silent controller. 


Yes, last night it was Axl with all the control, but I've seen the tables turned too many times to think Izzy has 
no control over Axl. To this day Izzy is the only person | know that can make Axl cry. And he did it pretty 
often, 


Being a heroin addict had blinded me to a lot of things, but they were very clear now. Izzy has overdosed 
maybe five times that | can think of. Any junkie usually does. | guess the number one question people always 
ask you when you come back is, why did you do it? Axl had similarly asked Izzy that once. Izzy's response was, 


"To make you go away." 


Now | see why Izzy tried to do that. Chicks dug Axl and Izzy. But if one of them ever got too close the other 
would swoop in and chase them away. Axl would usually fuck Izzy's girlfriends just to show him what cheating 
whores they were. Axl never really let a woman inside of him until Erin. At every turn Izzy was always in her 
ear telling her she deserved better and that she should just leave him. In the end she did, and Axl and Izzy had 


never seemed more close. 


But one day Izzy comes in with black eyes and a busted lip, hickies all over his neck and chest. Axl too shows 
up rather beaten and bloodied. Similar hickies adorn him too. They tell us it was a bar fight that ended with 
them getting the chicks. Now | know it was them fighting one another in this weird cat-like sex they they had. 


| had shared a lot of groupies with Izzy. We sort of use to have this ritual of getting high and getting laid. It 
was always easier to just fuck whatever bimbo the other had rather that put forth the effort of finding your 
own. So I've been a first hand witness to some of the shit Izzy does in bed. | could always tell he was holding 
back something. He spent the majority of the time trying to please the girl instead of himself. When it came to 
him getting off things always took a turn for the strange. He would fuck them so hard just to get himself off. 
If he was drunk he was call them bitches and dirty whores while he fucked them. He would tell them they 
knew they liked it. On heroin he was quiet. But his hands always wanted to be restraint whether it be hands, 


arms, legs, or throats. 


Izzy likes the sick shit Axl has obviously done to him. He fucking needs it to even feel. He wants that 
domination. He wants to take his control. He wants to give passion and get it back. But it's the idea of passion 
that is all twisted in these two. For them it's more about pushing the boundaries of trust than anything else. 


Some weird game of | love you, do you trust me? 


And its always been pretty obvious that Izzy trusts no one but Axl. Twisted as it may seem to Duff right 
about now, it's pretty simple really. Izzy hates all that he loves and loves all that he hates. 


tm Not Without Compassion 


Author's Notes: 
Yes | realize | normally make Axl crazy and mean and possessive. Forgive me, | just find it so easy. So | feel the 


need to show a little compassion. 


l'm Not Without Compassion 
Axis POV 


| can hear Izzy's sobs over the waterfall he kneels next to. He's washing himself down after last nights little 
tryst under the stars. His tears pull at my heart strings and draw me from the palms. | hate to watch him 


cry. 
| come up on him. He can't hear me. | lightly touch his shoulder and he jumps a mile. | withdraw my hand and 
he looks up at me with those red bicolored eyes. They seem to beg me. For what | didn't know. | kneel down 


next to him and wrap him in my warmest embrace. His tears break loose like water from a broken dam. 


His arms cling to me as his cries grow louder and more desperate. "Why Axl?" Is the only words | can make 
out. 


"Shhhh darlin’, don't cry. It's ok" 
"No," he cries, "What | did..Duff." 


Its not your fault baby," | say tenderly as | stroke back his hair from his eyes. "Duff needed to know about 


us. About how we can't love anyone else." 
"N.not like that..not like." 
“Shhhh. it's ok baby. He tried to come between us.just like Slash did" 


"Axl | raped Duff.don't you fucking get that?" He cries. 


"Duff knew what he was doing when he asked you to show him. He was just playing along." | say with such 


innocence anyone would believe it. 
"No the fuck he wasn't! You didn't see the look on his face this morning when he realized what | fucking did." 


"So what? What's he gonna do? Call the cops? Try and kick your ass? You know I'd never let him touch you." | 


say as | pet my beloved. 
"How can you say that? Duff should fucking kill me! Both of us.kill this.this thing inside us." 
| look deep into his troubled eyes. | silence him with only a look. "He can't kill love Iz Not ours. Nobody can" 


He shakes his head as tears fall, "I don't wanna love you anymore. | want so fucking much to feel something 


else inside of me that isn't you." 

"Why?" | ask in shock stroking his cheek, "People spend their whole lives looking for a person to feel a 
connection with. You and | are so fucking lucky we found each other. We were made for each other Iz. How 
could you want to throw that away?" 


"Don't you see what you made me do to him?" His broken words ask me. 


| nod. "I made you get rid of a person who was trying to take our love away. He had to know he couldn't. He 


had to know you were mine’ 

"Axl just let me go.please.” 

"Im not touching you," | shrug 

"Axl," he repeats, "Let Me. Go" 

"No. Baby never," | say and pull his resistant body back into my arms. 

"Axl | need you to get away from me right this second.ok just go. I'm afraid of hurting you.please just go." 


"Why? There's no drugs on this island for you Izzy. All the wine is gone. You have to face this. You can't run 


from it anymore." 

"Please stop," he begs me. 

"Come on baby, you know | love you." 

Izzy shoves me hard. "I said fucking stop!" 


"No lzzy.just fucking accept it. Just fucking tell me you love me! You have never fucking been able to say the 
one fucking thing that'll set you free! Its me! You fucking love me and it scares the shit out of you!" 


I'm silenced with Izzy's right hook. Before | know it he is on top of me, screaming just an inch from my face. 


"Nol Fuck youl" 


"Izzy," | try to soothe him, "Please don't do this. | love you so much." 

"You can't. You fucking can't and you fucking know | can't! We don't know what the fuck love is!" 

"When are you gonna wake up and get it l2? When is it ever going to sink into your fucking head? Without me 
the world would cease to turn for youl And the would never be any light in mine without you! We have lovel 


This is our kind of love! Just fucking accept it! When you do it'll fucking stop hurting!" 


Izzy blinks back to some strange sort of collected calmness. He slowly raises off me while watching me with a 


cautious stare. "Just go." 


Tranced 


Tranced 
Duff's POV 


The days turned into endless restless nights. Every time the wind blew across my skin | jumped. | couldn't be 
around the guys anymore. | sort of just went out on my own. Yeah, it's a small ass island and we all ran into 
one another pretty frequently. But eyes never met. Words were never exchanged. It stayed like this for a 


really long time. 


| had stopped keeping up with the tracking of the days and hours. It just didn't matter anymore. | knew no one 
was still looking for us after this long. | knew no rescue was coming. This island and these guys were the last 


things | would ever know. 


Slash is the only one | can remotely even think of talking to, but | don't. | just crawl in this shell and hide. I've 
got my own secret steady flow of wine. | spend my days drinking it away so | can make more. It's the only 


reason | have to even continue to be. | was in a really really dark place. 


Izzy had tried to apologize in those oh so Izzy kind of ways. | would usually wake up, almost daily for maybe a 
month to the words "I'm sorry" written in the sand. It just fucking creeped me out because | knew Izzy was 
there while | slept. It made me sleep with one eye open, never knowing if he and Axl would be coming for me 
again. 

Eventually the messages in the sand quit coming. Eventually Izzy found a way of avoiding me all together. | 
didn't care. | welcomed the solitude. It was safe. It and wine were the only things that felt safe to me. | can't 
even tell you how long it's been since | saw his face. But long enough that those dark eyes he had that night 
aren't still fresh. However they still wake me up at night. 


l'm uncertain if this is something | will ever manage to get over. | mean, how can someone ever get over it 


completely? There's some things we can't ever forget. | know this is one of them. 

Can | ever forgive Izzy? Or Axl? | honestly don't know. At this stage | just can't let go of the anger and the 
humiliation. Maybe one day it will subside but right now I'm still so hurt and furious. Right now | could care 
less if | ever see either of them ever again 

| jump at the sound of the saw palmetto next to me rustling. | see Slash come into the light of my fire. 


"Hey man, how you been?" 


| shrug and offer him some wine. 


"So this is what you've been doing in Duffland huh?" Slash asks taking a drink. "Hey that's not half bad." 
"Mango coconut," | say. 

"Nice manhe nods and takes another drink. ‘It's weird without you around you know?" 

"Why?" | ask 


"| don't know. guess because | feel so alone with them. Axl runs around all day long looking for ways to snap 


Izzy out of this..this phase he's in" 

"Phase?" 

"Yeah.he stopped eating after..you know.just a nibble here and there. | don't think he's spoke in months. He's 
like a fucking ghost man. When you look at him his eyes don't even seem to look at anything. He's stranger 
sober than any junkie I've ever known. | think Izzy really needs some fucking drugs in his system.the longer he 
goes without the fucking crazier her goes. | expected this shit from Axl, not Iz" 

"| found out how to make cocaine," the words involentarialy come from my mouth. 

"What?" Slash's head snaps up. "You fucking found out how to make what?" 

"Coke," | sigh. 

"Are you fucking serious?" He asks me like l'm joking. 

| motion to the fresh batch of power | have drying in the sun. H's enough to keep me high for months. | came 
across this grove of coca plants. Put some of that schooling | had to use, and with a little trial and error | 
found out how to make pure cocaine. It was more potent than anything we could have ever bought on the 
streets. | was a fucking genius. Really. 

"Man you gotta show me how to make it," Slash begs. 

"No way. just can't trust any of you on it. | would have an everlasting panic attack or something.’ 

"Well can | try some? Maybe slip Izzy some." 

‘Izzy can feed his own fucking habits!" | snap. 

"Duff. know what happened was all fucked up..but you're not the only one hurting from it you know." He sits 
down next to me. "You gotta let it go. There's just the four of us in the entire world. Fuck.we're probably going 


to die together. We should try to get along. Being all closed off and alone isn’t helping anybody." His hand 


touches my shoulder. To my surprise | don't flinch. 


"A coke binge isn't my idea of a truce." 

"Nobody is saying a binge.just a three or four day party.’ 

For the first time in | don't remember how long | crack a smile. 

"It can be just you and me," his voice goes soft, "| mean you know..if you're not ready to be around them." 


| turn my head to look at Slash. His eyes flutter when he looks at me. He smiles and runs his finger down my 


nose. "Come on Duff. Come back to the land of the living." 


Almost Gone 


Almost Gone 

Izzy's POV 

Day 432. | was empty. Lost to those around me. Uncaring of my condition. My desperation has faded into 
unwillingness. I'm deteriorating and | don't care. | have lost any will to live. Death would be a welcomed angel to 
me. 

Its been a long long time since that night with Duff on the beach. Close to a year now | think. Close to a year 
which he has been not far from me at all, but | never see him anymore. | didn't blame him for wanting to 
stay away from me and Axl, from out toxicity. What | did was unforgivable, and | will never forgive myself. 
Axl has been trying to play the part of the dutiful significant other for a while now. | haven't the energy to 
fight him on it. He tries to take care of me but | don't really let him. Its all just a ploy. A trap to keep me. | 
don't want to be kept anymore. | long to be free of him and all the constraints that come with him. | feel like | 
will forever be his prisoner. | can't accept it. | can't change it. 

It doesn't even bother me that Axl has been fucking Slash all year. My own libido has deteriorated to nothing. | 
can't even think about it. Not after Duff. I'm more broken now than | have ever been. The island is turning on 


me. Sobriety is turning on me. The people around me are turning on me. Fuck, even I'm turning on me. 


My self loathing is interrupted by Axl lying next to me. Face to face. He sighs and works a small piece of 


mango into my mouth. 

| wish you'd come back to me baby." 

My lips tremble as | bite into the mango. It's so sweet it causes my jaw to tingle. | feebly chew it. Chewing 
becomes foreign when you basically stop eating. My stomach couldn't even handle meat anymore. Sometimes | 
couldn't even hold down fruits and plants. 

‘| miss you so much," Axl whispers as he strokes my cheek. 

There is no reply from me. My eyes don't even want to look into his. But he gives me no choice. 


‘| love you," he says as he kisses my forehead. "I'll never leave you." 


Two sentences that | take like a dagger to the heart. | close my eyes and shake my head and pray he goes 
away. But when my eyes open he's still there. 


"You don't even have the energy to walk more than three feet. That's not good lz" 


So what. | didn't fucking care. It just meant | was one step closer to a welcomed death. Death is what | fucking 


deserve. 


"W..when l'm gone.." | take a deep breath. It seems like just those few words had drained the life from me. 
"Don't.don't bury me.Itll just pollute.the water supply.” 


| see tears forming in his eyes. He pulls my limp body to him. "Don't you say that shit to me Izzy. You're not 
dying. You can't leave me. | won't let you." 


| struggle for the breath to speak. "What good am |?" 

Axl lets go with sobs. "You're everything to me lz. You're all | have." 

"Slash," | whisper. 

"No..no it's just sex. | don't love him." 

"You should," my faint words seep out. 

"I can't. You're the one Iz Its you. Its always been you. You know that." 

He's practically shaking me now. My body is too defeated to resist him. I'm reduced to being a rag doll in his 
arms. | know time is runing out for me. Slowly I'm starving to death. For a split second | think of how Axl will 
handle it when | go. Will it devistate him? Or will he just end up telling Slash the things he’s telling me now? But 
his tears seem so genuine. His fear so real. As | watch him cry l'm forced to evaluate our union over the 
years. 

He really was like some virus that | had been infected with. But he was a part of me. A part of me so big it 
could kill me if | let it. No matter how hard | tried to deny it and run from it | couldn't. He calls it love. Fuck 
Maybe it is. And maybe he's been right about me all along. Maybe | do love him. God knows | just couldn't stay 


away, nor could | let him enjoy another. Perhaps this evil | can't break is love. 


| allow my eyes to look into his. His eyes, red from crying, makes the green stand out so beautifully. Can | even 


imagine a life where | don't see those eyes every day? Here, in this moment, | can not 

"Ax," | say with my labored breathing, 

"What?" He sniffles. 

For a moment | want fo tell him that | love him. That | have always loved him. That | will always love him. But 


something inside me wraps it's fingers around my wind pipe and chokes the words from me. "N.nothing," | 


mutter and keep my thoughts to myself. Telling Axl that | loved him would be the biggest mistake | could ever 


make. Well, almost. In the grander scheme of things, | suppose what | had said and done to Duff was the worst. 


"Don't you give up like this Izzy. | need you," Axl says over his sobs as he strokes my greasy hair. "Why don't 
you let me take you down to the water huh? We can rinse you off." 


| softly shake my head no. 

"Come on darlin’, don't make me drag you," he sniffles some more. 

"Go give." | draw in a shallow gasp of air, "Slash a bath." 

"Don't be jealous. You know | only fuck him because you won't anymore." 

| roll my eyes. Had he really forgotten what happened the last time |, we, had sex? 


"Just.go." | say. But he wasn't going. He just lays there and holds me close to him. He pets me like I'm a cat. 
Then he starts to hum to me. Considering I'm lethargic, it lulls me to sleep. 


A Groupie OF A Different Kind 


A Groupie Of A Different Kind 

Slash's POV 

I'm such an opportunistic whore. Here | am fucking Axl and flirting with Duff, the fucking rape victem. | know 
he hasn't had any since. And | know that was a really really long time ago. He has to be having some sexual 
frustrations by now. Me, I'm the kind of guy who needs variety. Monogomy just isn't my forte’. 

So Duff and | start snorting his science project. Its hands down, the best fucking coke I've ever had in my life. 
It isn't long until Duff, who's basically been silent or a year, to be talking a mile a minute. His shit is really 


evoking the feelings of bliss, unity, and harmony in us. 


"Can | please give some of this shit ti lz?" | ask Duff who is pacing and rambling on to me at how he made the 


coke. 
"Man fuck Izzy! And fuck Axl too!" He yells. 
| softly chuckle, "I did this morning.’ 


"Well you couldn't pay me to fuck either of them ever again! They can burn in hell and they can fucking do it 


sober!" 
"What if offer to suck your dick for some?" | ask 
Duff's eyes shoot over to me, "What the fuck did you say?" 


| just lean back and give him a smile. "Well, | know it's been a long time for you. Just thought maybe | could 
help you out." 


Duff gets a strange look. "Soo000..you suck dick now?" He questions me. 

"Well | don't take it up the ass so | have to make compromises somewhere right?" | shrug. 

"You any good at it?" He shyly, yet curiously asks. 

| shrug, "Axl comes..soo00.." 

Duff rolls his eyes at Axl's name. "If | say yes you'll just run off and give some to Izzy, won't you?" 


"Duff, you don't realize how bad he fucking needs it. I'm serious man.lzzy is fucking mental." 


"Tell me something | haven't already figured out," Duff hufts. 


‘Its weird, people are usually strange on drugs but he's strange off drugs. | always thought Axl was the crazy 


one, but no. All these years with him on drugs was like medicating him." 

"Fuck him." Duff hisses. 

"Duff," | say in a more serious manner and look down, "Izzy's dying." 

"Yeah fucking right" 

‘Im serious,” | nod. "He's starving himself. He eats maybe three bites a day. He barely has the energy to talk. 
When he does he sounds like he just ran a fucking marathon. He like can't catch his breath. All he does is sleep. 
| bet he doesn't weigh 10 pounds anymore. All his fucking bones show..even in his face. He's not going to make 
it much longer like this. Its like he's punishing himself with a slow suicide. | know you're the reason man.if 
you'd just talk to him." 

| can't," Duff shakes his head, "not yet 

"Well you're running out of time." 

He shrugs, "This coke would probably kill him." 

"It would be quicker at least. Come on Duff..you know how sorry he is." 

"Yeah," Duff whispers with a nod. "I'll.talk to him if.if you let me fuck you." 

My eyebrows raise at his offer. "I told you | don't do that." 

"You want the coke? Want me to talk to Izzy?" 

"Yeah," | shrug. 


"Then either you get on your knees or you get undressed. | don't have all fucking day." 


"You don't," | smile, "Cuz | do have all day..all day every day. | will suck your dick for the coke. But Iz just might 


have to wait. 


‘Suit yourself," Duff shrugs as he reaches down for his zipper. He walks over to me and pulls out his half 
hard dick in my face. | look at him apprehensively. "Don't be shy," Duff coos and strokes my cheek, "it doesn't 


have any diseases you don't already have." 


| look up at him with a smirk. Then | look at that cock in my face. Then my eyes look at all that pure ass coke. 
| take Duff's dick in my hand and wrap my lips around it and waste no time in going to work on it. Duff is 
coming in like less than thirty seconds. | shit you not man. He almost falls to his fucking knees he comes so 
fucking hard. | spit his come in the sand, wipe my mouth, and smile up at him. 

"Wow," Is all he says at first. "Not fucking bad Slash." 

"Thanks," | nod. 

"Now I'm really curious about that tight little ass of yours." 

"You ain't the only one," | chuckle. 

Duff rolls his eyes. "You can take about an eight ball” He motions with his head to the coke. 

"Ok," | nod, "but what about Izzy? Are you gonna talk to him?" 

Duff smiles at me sideways as he puts his dick up. "I told you what you gotta do for that one." 

"Yeah," | nod, "I know," | sigh. 


"So are you telling me yes?" He asks rather hopeful. 


| swallow and think long and hard. | know talking to Duff would help Izzy. I'm the only one that can make that 
happen. "Yeah," | nod softly. "For Izzy..yeah." 


Prayer 
Prayer 
Axl's POV 


For the life of me | can't figure out why Izzy can't just accept that he loves me. He hates it when | am with 
anyone else. It was Izzy who started this whole thing between us again. It had been many years since we had 
touched one another. But he came on to me. He rekindled that fucking flame. But then what does he do? He 
fucks Duff. Why couldn't he understand how badly that would hurt me and piss me off? 


Izzy should know after all these damn years how much | love him. I've told him so many times. But the 
bastard just can't bring himself to tell me back. | just don't fucking get it. But then, I've never known Izzy to 
say | love you to anyone, not even his fucking parents. Maybe he can't love. Maybe he's too scared To. 


Or maybe Izzy is just crazy. | know he's not this pillar to mental stability, he never has been. However, like a 
master of disguise, he always fools everyone into thinking he is. | guess he pulled it off rather convincingly for 


years. Slash and Duff never saw it until the island. But I've always known. 


| guess the first time | really noticed was in high school. By then we had already had a sexual relationship for 
three years. For our senior prom | asked out this girl. Izzy didn't even go, it wasn't his sort of thing. But 

halfway through the prom he showed up, drunk as hell, and just starts beating the shit out of me. He never 
said not one word. But then, he didn't need to, the look in his eyes said enough. He was jealous because | went 


to prom with some girl. 


So later that night, after the bleeding stopped, | went to go find him. | found him down by the train tracks 
smoking weed. He was much calmer. He looked to me and the damage he had done to me and started crying. He 
spent about 20 minutes telling me how sorry he was in one long continuous babble. Then he kissed every 


bruise, cut and abrasion he had put on me. Then we had really crazy make up sex. 


With sex, Izzy has no consistency whatsoever. One day its all rough and violent, the next, sweet, soft and 
passionate. Sometimes he plays hard to get, and other times he the protagonist. You really never know what 
the fuck you're gonna get. | won't lie, | like it rough. And yes, it was me that introduced rough to Izzy, but | 


never once heard him say no or stop. He fucking likes it just as much as | do. 


Or he did before the drugs took him over. And Izzy became a drug addict just to spite me. | had completely 
fallen in love with Erin. And Izzy fucking hated it. So what does he do? He starts shooting up and shit. He hid it 
pretty well for a while. But as Slash and Steven got heavier into it, he just stopped hiding it. He was just as 
bad as they were if not worse. Their combined drug problem made it hard as fuck for us to ever get a 


manager. Nobody wanted to deal with a band where over half it's members were junkies. 


This is the first time since I've known him to be completely sober Honestly, | think | like him better on drugs. 


He was more stable on them. Sobriety had given him shifty moods somehow. And this depression had set in, 
something | had never seen before. | think he's suicidal. He doesn't have the balls to kill himself quickly, so he's 
doing it really really slowly. 


| know, without a doubt, Izzy won't last much longer like this. That scares me. It breaks my heart. It pisses me 


off. | don't fucking know how to fix him or save him. And losing him is not an option to me. 


My eyes swell with tears and | fall to my knees in the sand looking out at waves crashing on the beach. | begin 
talking to someone..god maybe. | begged. 


"Please..don't take him from me. Please let him get better. I'll do whatever it takes to make him better. | love 
him so much. And he loves me too. Please make him see that. Make him open up to me. Show him how special 
what we have is. Open his eyes and make him see. Just make him see.please. We make each other whole. We 

fit. We're one. Please forgive whatever we've done. Please give us peace. Give us joy. Give us love. Give us life. 


Or..or take me instead. I'll give myself for him if that's what you want. Here | am! Take me! Pleasell" 


A Deal Made 


A Deal Made 
Duffis POV 


| was shitting bricks. Really fucking nervous. I'm on the verge of a panic attack. | snort some powdered courage 
and walk down to the beach. That's where Slash says Izzy stays. When | get down there | see something in the 


sand. It looks like debris. | go closer, then | realize, it's Izzy. 


| pause and look around. He's laying between two palms. The same two palms that he and Axl has tied me to. 
My heart is fucking pounding and I'm frozen to this spot. More courage, | sniff. | had made a deal. Slash 


delivered of so nicely, now it was my turn. 


Approaching him | can see he is asleep. Jesus he's so fucking skinny. Skinnier than any heroin binge had ever 
made him. Skinny like the commercial they show on TV for all the starving kids in Africa His hip bones jut out 
and his skin looks so thin. His face is just a skin veil over bone. | can see his heart pounding as he breathes so 


shallow. Jesus, Slash wasn't exaggerating. 


| kneel next to him, hesitant to touch him to wake him. One, because l'm fucking scared, and two, because he 


looks so fragile. He looks as though a touch would crumble him. God Izzy. | couldn't believe the sight of him. 
My hand reaches out for his shoulder. It gives me one of those old familiar, | need a drink, shakes. | touch him 
lightly. His skin is cool to the touch. Too cool for laying in the scalding sun. Is eyes barely part and he looks at 


me. Just looks at me with no expression, nothing. Did he even fucking see me. 


"Izzy?" | say. He doesn't move to acknowledge me, but | see a tear roll out of the corner of his eye and drop 


into the sand. Yeah. He sees me. 

| sit down slowly and draw my knees to my chest. My arms wrap around my legs and | use my knee to dry a 
tear before he can see it. | sigh and force myself to look at him again. He still doesn't move or speak. but in 
the tiny slits of his eyes | see life swirling. | see red blood vessels popping out in the whites of his eyes. 
Another tear falls. Fuck | wish he would say something so | don't have to. 


But he doesn't. Not one word. The only movement in the blinking of his eyes and his shuddering chest as he 
breathes. 


"Well..you look like shit lz" 
A tear falls from his eye again 


"Slash asked me to come talk to you," | clear my throat. "He uh..said you were." | intend to say the word dying, 


but | can't choke it out. | know Izzy can see the vessels in my eyes popping out. focus on my knees and rest 
my eyes into them. | can't help but sob. My heart swells with so many emotions. Feelings of confusion 


Empathy. Fear. Rage. 


My confusion is interrupted my cool fingers touching my hand. | look up to see him very lightly touching my 
hand. He soon exhausts his energy and it drops. 


| lay my head sideways on my knees looking at him as the tears fall. But | can't help it. The tears fall from his 


eyes too. 
"Forgi.." He tries to speak but starts to cough. It takes him a while to catch his breath. "Forgive me?" 


Until this moment | couldn't dream of forgiveness. After seeing Izzy. knew how ungodly bad he felt for what 
he had done. Bad enough to penance himself with a slow death. A horrible looking death. 


His eyes plead, stained with tears. In my heart this explosion happens. | want to say l'm sorry. But | don't eave 
a reason to be. He fucking raped me. But I'm sorry for him. | don't want him to die. Not this way. | dont want 
him to hold the guilt this close to him. | wanted him to feel guilty..but not this way. 


"lIl forgive you if you get better," | squeak with sobs. 


His eyes close with relief squeezing out tiny tear drops. But his eyes never reopen. | can see his shallow 


breathing continue. He appears to have fallen asleep. 
| sniffle and dry my tears. | sit there a while and watch him sleeping. | decide against waking him. It wasn't hard 
to see how weak he was. Just him saying two words to me had exhausted him completely. He needed to rest. 


His heart probably couldn't take much. | stand up to leave. | hesitate and look down at the sand. 


| bend over and extend out my index finger and begin writing in the sand. | write just one word. One word to let 


him know it's ok. 


BREATHE 


Forgiveness 


Forgiveness 
Izzy's POV 


Somehow Duff had found it in himself to forgive me. | don't know how or why. But the way he scrolled 
Breathe, into the sand, | knew he had. | don't deserve it, but how thankful | am for it. 


Axl appears before me with a low head. "I brought you some banana" He says softly as he sits in the sand 


next to me. 

He brings a small piece to my mouth. | gather all my strength to reach up to his hand to stop him. 
"Come on Iz.please eat" 

"Help." | gasp and nod. "Help me..get better. 

Alx smiles at me so fucking brightly. He quickly nods, "Of course baby." 

| nod. 

"Here, start with this," he says putting the banana to my lips. 


| allow them to part and take the bite. | roll it around in my mouth. | know how it should taste but nothing 
tastes right. It doesn’t even feel right. But | force myself to swallow. 


"Here, try one more bite," He says softly giving me more. 

And | take it. 

| see the love in his eyes looking at me. He looks absolutely proud. So happy to see me take another bite. And | 
swallow it too. My stomach feels so full and miserable from just that little bit. | look up at him and nod as | 
part my lips and open my mouth and ask for more. 

Axl seems downright excited now as | take a third bite. Chew. Swallow. 

"Thank you Izzy," he smiles with tears in his eyes. "It's gonna be ok. I'll get you better. | promise baby." 


| nod. "l." deep breath, "know." 


And | did know. Axl really did love me. Maybe | couldn't believe anyone could. I've never liked myself. But 


somehow, flaws and all, Axl did love me. For the longest time | thought he was damaged the way | am, unable 
to love. But | learned better. It was Erin who showed me he was capable. It hurt me to see it. | couldn't see 


that he loved me too. But he did. He does. He's loved me though hell and back again 


It makes me appreciate him in this moment. Maybe it makes me happy. | would like to smile back at him but | 


don't think | can Maybe | haven't the strength. But at least now.| have the desire. 


"You'll be better in no time,’ Axl smiles and pushes my hair off my forehead. "We'll get you up and moving..and 
we'll chop some of this dead shit off the ends of our hair." 


| wish | could laugh at the sight of us doing each others hair. How gay is that Axl? What | would like to get rid 
of is this shit on my face. On his face. On all of our faces. | almost hadn't recognized Duff. | would hate to 
actually see what | must look like. But Axl doesn't seem to care. He's still right here by my side. He does love 


me. 


For the first time in my life | want to let love in | want to feel it in my heart and just know it is..that it just 


is. t was a real thing. It was something inside of everyone. Even inside of me. | wanted to feel it inside of me. 
"Say it," | whisper to him. 

"Say it?" he asks. 

| nod and take deep breath, "Love..me." 


"I love you Izzy," he answers softly as a tear rolls down his cheek. "Always." 


Recovery Downtime 


Recovering Downtime 
Slash's POV 


Axl didn't have much time for me now. Izzy was his only focus. He spent almost every waking day next to him. 
Here Izzy, drink some water. Here Izzy, eat another bite. It would be disgusting if it wasn't so devoted. I've 


never seen Axl Rose be so concerned for another person 


It's not like | love Axl, but | respect him. He made it clear to me that he didn't give a fuck about me, that it 
was only sex. | see where his heart is. Hell, | can even more understand that psych night they had with Duff. 
Everybody was shitfaced drunk after months of sobriety. Izzy's pressed between Duff and Axl. How could that 
not be confusing? | think it was Izzy's feelings for Axl that were shining through that night. 


Izzy's still pretty closed off. He's still not much of a conversationalist. But he's starting to pick up a bit of 
weight. His strength is coming back little by little. He's still quite weak, but he's improving. 


| wish | knew what the fuck Duff said to him because man it was fucking working. Duff had gone back to his 
chemistry lab. However | would see him on the mountain some mornings looking down to us on the beach. And 


sometimes | saw Izzy staring up at the mountain. 


Izzy seems like maybe he's forgiving himself. | mean why else would he suddenly decide to get better, and 
after seeing Duff? Maybe he was finally letting himself off the hook. | was glad, | was. | was even happy that 


Axl was staying so close to him. | missed the sex with Axl, but Duff got lonely on the mountain sometimes. 

| glance over at Izzy sitting next to me on the beach. His fingers trace the edges of a sea shell he's picked up. 
His mind is deep in thought about something, but | don't ask. His hair blows in the wind, halfway down his back 
now. He's constantly pushing it out of his way. | could tell it bothered him. 


But despite how caveman like we all were now with time, Izzy really was the least. See our little Dutch Boy's 


hair isn't as thick as all of ours. Izzy actually don't look half bad. Still skinny, but getting better. 

| wish we had metal," Izzy mutters. 

"Metal?" | ask. 

"Yeah..metal..| could make a lot of shit out of metal.” 

| smile. Yeah, that sounded a bit more like Izzy. | think about the coke Duff has on the mountain. | had intended 


to give Izzy some when he got better, sort of a celebration for him. Of course I'd have to go get more from 


Duff, but that was always fun for me. 


"You feeling better?" | ask him. 
He shrugs at me. "Still not a hundred percent.” 
"Well you look a lot better..considering.” 


"Wish we had a goddamn razor, even a fucking dull one. This shit on my face bugs me," he says scratching his 


chin. 

"Well be thankful none of us are as hairy as Stevie was." We both smile thinking and silently reminiscing Steven 
‘I'm sorry you lost him Slash.he was your best friend" 

"Its cool," | smile. 

Izzy sighs and looks out at Axl on the rocks using my technique to spearing fish. 

‘| can't believe Axl's been so nice," he softly says, eyes squinted at the sun 

"Well he loves you you know." 

Izzy looks back down to the shell in his hand and nods. 

"Do you love him Iz?" | ask him. 

Izzy is dead quiet. 

"You hear me?" | ask. 

| hear you," he says pushing himself to his feet, he just takes off, slowly walking down the beach. 


'Iz.where you going?" | call out, but he doesn't answer. 


Pleas Of Please 


Pleas Of Please 

Axis POV 

| look to the beach to see Izzy walking down it in it treacherous solitary confinement. His hand hangs to focus 
on the snd. His hands in his pocket, shoulders slumped. His hair has grown a lot. The bottom section is black 
from where his roots have grown The top half his sun bleached brown. His skin, normally so pale now glows 
more amber with the constant effects of the sun. He's picked up maybe forty pounds, still could use 30 or so 
more. 

But as | watch him walk down that beach my heart skips a beat at the sight. He takes my breath away. He 
comes out onto the rocks and sits next to where | stand. He says nothing. He just sits and stares out at the 
horizon. 

"Feel up to fishing?" | ask. 

‘No. haven't got my speed and agility back yet," he shakes his head. 

We say nothing to one another for a while. Izzy breaks the silence. 


"How do you know you love me?" He startles me with the question. 


| smile, "Because | love you no matter what you do and say. | love you no matter how far apart we are. | love 


you no matter how much time goes between us. No matter who comes into our lives. You give me purpose." 
He just slightly nods as he stares beyond the horizon in silence. 

"Why the curiousity," | ask him. 

"I just wondered how it was for you." He softly replies. 

"Its wonderful,” | nod. 

"But don't you ever wonder that maybe.maybe you're wrong?" 

"Never," | answer, "Not for one second. That sort of thing is just something you know..without a doubt." 

He's quiet again 


‘Iz | love you to the moon and back again. No matter what, the shit never goes away..that's just gotta mean 


something." 

‘Ive certainly made a mess of this life," he whispers. 

"We all made mistakes Iz. But we're also given the power of change and redemption" 
"Redemption," he mutters under his breath. 


| wish | knew what was going through his mind. But | know if | ask he won't tell. As | stand looking down at him | 
long to touch him again. | haven't tried. | know he will when he's ready. 


"You're not evil Iz Everyone has made mistakes. We are imperfect beings. Duff has forgiven you. Just let it go 


and start all over. Strive to be better 

He softly nods. Though | can see he questions himself 

"You know. used to hate it when someone locked at you," he mumbles. 

"| felt the same" 

"| was even jealous of chicks," he sighs. “Just.you always felt like. like mine" 
"| can relate," | nod 

"| fucking hated sharing you," he adds. 

"Ard |, you." 


"| tried so hard not to. | fought not to want you. | tried to let the feelings go. | tried to sedate them..replace 


them..but | never fucking could." 
"Likewise," | huff in agreement. 
Another long silence. 


"That night," he says calmly, "that night with Duff." more of his sheer silence, "all | could hear and see was 


you. It's like..like he wasn't even there." 
| just look at him. 
"| was just with you." 


"| was too Iz," | agree. And | was. | didn't give a rats ass about Duff. | wanted to defeat the enemy that wanted 


what was mine. Izzy was all that mattered to me that night. 


"You think itll ever stop being like that with us?" 


"Not for me," | answer. "I can't even fathom it. | love you Izzy. If I've never been sure of any fucking thing in 


my life, that much | do know, without a doubt." 
"But why me?" 
"Because you're the one lz. The one who holds my heart. Forever." 


And nothing could be more so. 


The Visitor 

The Visitor 

Duff's POV 

| stayed to myself in my constant duties of making wine and coke. I'm crazy hooked on both, just like | was 
when we got here. Island life was a lot easier to take with the shit. Slash would always come up here to score. 
| honestly don't know what he really wanted more, my dick or my dope. 

He tells me Izzy is doing much better. | wouldn't know. I've only caught glimpses of him from way up here. | do 
see him being more active. I'm glad he's getting better. Really, | am. | guess desolation and solitude here in it 
has softened my heart. Perhaps | had forgive him. 

| lean over and inhale a line of my perfect coke. 


"Slash told me you were up here making this shit” 


| quickly turn. It was like hearing a ghost from the past. Izzy stood there. | could see how nervous he was. | 
too was feeling consumed, all of the sudden, with nervousness. 


He looked so much better. He could still use 20 more pounds or so, but he at least resembled the Izzy | knew. 


| can't believe he actually came up here. | guess he has more energy now. 
"You said if | got better." his words trail off. 
| just look at him. "Wanna try my coke? Pure as the fucking driven snow," | offer. 


"No thanks," he shakes his head politely. "I think | figured out what it was | always self medicated. | don't need 


drugs anymore 
What? Izzy? Izzy fucking Stradlin didn't want drugs anymore? 

"What's that?" | simply have to ask him. 

"Trying not to be who | am," he shrugs and looks over my coke. "Accepting fate" 

"So uh.what brings you up here then l2?" 

He turns and looks at me. "I miss you. We all do. | mean this is our life, our world here. It just feels so wrong 


for us to be alienated from one another. You sy you forgive what | did. Though | don't know why. And slowly 


I'm learning to forgive myself. | never completely will, but I'm working on it" 


| smear resin on a piece of bamboo and stare at him. 
"And Axl? Is Axl sorry for everything he did? He hasn't apologized to me yet you know." 


"Axl was..was Axl, He was hurt and jealous. | got drunk and he just got in my head. He has this way of doing 
that you know." Izzy looks down. 


‘Slash says he really fucking loves you." 
Izzy shrugs and stares out at the ocean from the mountain top. "So everyone keeps pointing out" 
"I think you must feel the same lz. Every time you touched me | saw him in your eyes." 


"I just can't get him out of my head, no matter how hard | try. It's like he's fucking stuck in there. | try and 
try to see anything else..but I'm always just left with him. 


‘It's called love Iz" | retort. 
"But I'm not so sure love is something | have in me. | don't think I'm wired properly for all that.” 


| sigh, "Your problem is you feel you don't deserve to have someone love you. | don't know why that is. But 


Iz.everyone deserves it, even you." 

"| don't even know if what | think is love actually is," he shrugs. 

‘Love's real simple lz. Love is every emotion you've ever had rolled into one. It's the devotion you have for 
another. It's your willingness to make them happy. It's the way nothing they could do could ever make your 
stop caring. Its absolute. It's raw. It's a constant tug of war that you would die without" 

Izzy stares at me and absorbs my words. He quiet a long time in reflection. 

"Duff. really can't apologize to you enough for what | did” 

| shrug. "I've given it a lot of thought and.and It being you makes it easier to live with and let go than it would 
be if it were a complete stranger. We're friends, family almost. And | can't imagine a life where you're not in 


it." 


He softly nods, "Me too." 


Acceptance 


Author's Notes: 
For all my Slizzy lovers. 


For all my lzzal lovers. 


Acceptance 
Izzy's POV 


Day 1079. Fuck ow many years has it been now? Over three? Close to four? Oh well, it no longer matters. 
We've all come to accept that this island is the last place the four of us will ever see. This would be the place 
where we grew old and died Rescue was out of the question By this point, what good would it be? How could 


we ever go back to our lives after living like this so long. 


Things for us here had returned to normal. The whole Duff incident seemed to be behind us all. We no longer 
quarantined ourselves from one another. Though, since Duff discovered the formula for cocaine. sometimes 


longed for the solitude. 


Wine had become a daily staple for us all. You could count on there being ten ready barrels and ten fermenting 
at all times. | guess there was no sense in preserving our bodies anymore. We would never be leaving this 
Island. 


Sex between us all was out in the open | still wasn't having sex. But Slash was fucking Axl and Duff. Don't get 
me wrong. | was horny. But fucking Axl would just lead him on. | didn't want to hurt him. | didn't want to hurt 


anyone ever again. 


But on this strange night Slash came to me. | awoke to his lips on my dick, myself hard in his mouth. | could 
have protested, but | didn't. | wanted it so much. Just a tiny shred of release. 


His fingers entered my ass and stroked my prostate. Axl must have shown him how to do that. My hips 
squirmed and my eyes rolled back in my head as his other hand stroked the shaft of my dick. 


My hand reached down and felt his kinky curls. His beard and mustache tickled my thighs. A pressure was 
building deep inside of me. The urge to slam his head down onto my cock further was something | was trying 
so desperately to fight. 


"You like that?" He purrs to me. 


| have no answer, despite how fucking stupid his question is. 


"Tell me what you want," he whispers looking up at me with those big brown eyes, black from coke. 


Words just won't form. | close my eyes as he continues again. My insides scream for release. | should be on 


the verge of orgasmic bliss. But I'm not. Why? | didn't understand why. 
"Come for me lz," he says as he increases all speeds. 


But | can't. l'm not drunk. | haven't touched coke. What the fuck is wrong with me? This has never been a 
problem for me before when I'm sober. Slash was doing everything perfectly. Why couldn't | come. 


Frustration finally draws Slash to a pause. "What's the problem Iz?" 

| shake my head, "I don't know." 

Slash sits up and wipes his mouth. "You know to me an intelligent guy you sure are dumb as fuck" 
"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" | question sitting up. 

He smiles tenderly. "It means if | had red straight hair you would have blown my tonsils out." 

| look away from him with a sigh. 

"Why can't you fucking see it lz? Everyone sees it but you." 

"See's what?" | ask. 

"That you're fucking in love with Axl dumbass." 

| have no reply. 


"It doesn't take a high school diploma to see he feels the same. He won't look anyone in the eyes when he 


fucks." 
"Spare me details of your sex life," | sigh. 


"Then quit being such a huge part of it.its like even though you're not there, you are. It's always like that 
with Axl" 


"Then fuck Duff," | shrug. 


| have to to enjoy myself," he snidely remarks. 


"No one asked you to suck my dick. | was sleeping after all." 


Slash gives me a spit filled look and gets up to leave. | sit there in the sand listening to the waves crashing on 
the shore. | let Slash's words sink in. | had no control over what Axl did. Why was he mad at me? 


My fingertips run across a bite scar on my left chest. An old passion mark from Axl. He had told me if | ever 
forget that this scar would remind me that he always loved me. We were lb. | had marked Axl as well. With a 
razor blade | had cut the letter "l" across his heart. It wasn't as notable as his bite mark But when his skin 


held a tan it was easy to see. | had been seeing it for a long time now. 


Maybe this failed sexual attempt was a sign. Maybe it was a testament to a truth | refused to accept. My 
soul did cry out for his touch. My dreams were haunted with his face. And my heart only had room for him 
in it. | did love Axl. 


Blue Balls 


Blue Balls 
Slash's POV 


| haven't had to jack off in quite a fucking while now. It's actually a bit of an insult. Izzy's so fucking stupid. He 
fucking loves Axl and Axl loves him and the two just dance around each other like they're just friends. 


| know Axl would stop fucking me in mid thrust if Izzy said he would. Axl has it so bad he moans out Iz during 
sex. He always tries to play it off by asking a question that starts with the word is. Yeah, real smooth, like | 
don't catch it. 


And | could give a fuck. | might be marooned on a fucking island I'll never get off of, but | could never love 
anyone but a woman. Yes, | have repeatedly stuck my dick in men for the last.however many fucking 


years..but l'm not gay. | just have needs. 


Needs that have left me with the worst fucking blue balls I've ever had. Funny thing is | really wanted to fuck 
Izzy. He's the only one here who's ass | hadn't been in yet. Call it being macho, but having them all would leave 
me feeling sort of empowered. Like the King of the Isle. 


But leave it to the Dutch Gypsy Boy to play all fucking hard to get. It's too bad too, Iz had a pretty nice dick 
and Duff had opened my eyes to anal sex. Hell | liked it. | would have gladly taken Izzy. Does that make me a 
fag? 


| don't know how long it's been now since | actually thought of a woman. At first | did. From behind they all 
looked like sexy chicks with long hair. And | imagined women when | was with them. But that had stopped some 
time ago. A Lot had stopped. Like keeping track of the days of the week. Like keeping track of the days. The 


months. Now even the years. 


We were never going home. | would never again get to hear the harmonious wails | could get from a guitar. I'd 
never stand on a stage in front of thousands of screaming fans. I'd never be in another magazine or take 


another picture. This island was it. This is all | would know for the rest of my life. 


Fuck that's depressing. Thank god Duff is a mad scientist. And thank god the sex with him is always worth it. It 


would suck if it was awful because fucking Axl was like fucking a doll and Izzy..well we know his damn deal. 


My hand jerks hard at my cock but | keep losing it because my stupid mind is drifting. Fucking thanks for the 
blue balls Izzy. | can't even fucking get myself off. 


Just think dirty thoughts Slash. So | do. 


| imagine a soft patch of grass. I'm sitting down with Izzy on my cock, sucking the life out of it. My mouth 
works on Duff while Axl fucks Izzy from behind. 


Getting closer. 

Positions change to me on my hands and knees. Duff grabs my head and holds me on his dick. | imagine Izzy 
sticking his pretty dick inside me and moving slowly as him and Axl continue to passionately go at it from 
behind me. 


Fuck l'm close. 


"You like that darlin?" Izzy would ask me as he took a break from Ax's lips. And | would like it. | would fucking 
love it. His hands on my hips, his dick moving so slowly, showing that tenderness I've seen in him before. 


Oh fuck yeah. Just a little more. 


"Come for me baby," Duff ould say despite the fact that I'm sucking him off. Then Axl would slither between 


Izzy's thighs and mine on his back and suck me while Izzy fucks me. 
Oh Jesusll! Fuck Yeah! 


"FFFFFFFFFuck," | moan as | spill myseld into the sand. 


A Midsummer's Night 


Author's Notes: 
| think some of you may have been waiting on this one 


A Midsummer's Night 

Axis POV 

Its almost the rainy season | think. There were light grey clouds swirling the sky today. And tonight has 
brought forth more of a breeze than normal. It's a comfortable temperature, cooler than normal. There aren't 


many days here where the temperature ever drops below a hundred. | guess I've gotten used to it by now. 


There are no stars to be seen tonight. | can barely see the huge swells on the ocean. This was one of those 
times in which Izzy would long to surf. | don't know why he doesn't build himself a surfboard. 


| miss surfing," A voice stirs my thoughts. 
| look over my shoulder to see Izzy. arms crossed, ankles crossed, leaned into a palm tree watching the waves. 
"You think they'll swallow the island this time?" | ask 


He just shrugs. His eyes fall to the sand and he part his mouth as if he's about to say something. When he 
doesn't | look back out at the black ocean. 


Soon, from my profile | see him settle himself in the sand next to me. | don't at all mind his company. It sort 


of feels like old times. | love it when he doesn't ignore me. 

"| like the wind," | smile looking out into the crashing darkness. 

Izzy makes no reply, he just looks at his feet. | smile thinking of Izzy's phobia of being bare foot. He never 
went barefoot. Said he hated it. | never saw him with socks that were white. We hadn't had shoes on our feet 


in a while now. 


"This is a good place to think," he softly says. "The solitude forces you to face shit. This place makes you 
accept everything." 


Frankly | haven't a clue what the hell he's talking about. 


"| know we're never getting out of here," he continues. "| know it's just the four of us. Just us..forever." 


| glance over at him and see his furrowed brow as he twiddles with his hands. Sometimes | miss seeing him 
with a guitar and singing some new song he's written to me. There has been no songs on this island. | missed 
the music we used to make. 

"You've always told me you loved me..and I've never said it back.not once." His voice is soft. 

He has my full attention 

"The first time | ever saw your eyes | saw pain. | saw innocence and pain.and | wanted to see you smile." 

| thought you were the coolest guy in school," | smile. "That cool calm Izzyness." 

"Yeah didn't hurt | had the pot either," he cracks a smile. 

"That too," | agree. 

| always knew something went on at your house. never knew until you told me..but | knew you needed 
somebody on your side. To be that someone who wouldn't go away no matter how hard you pushed. | wanted 
to be that person" 


"You are." 


Izzy nods. "But | haven't been in a long time. | got so strung out for so long. Then when we got here it all just 


hit me like a ton of fucking bricks and | couldn't deal with it. It was too overwhelming for me. 
| listen even more attentively. 

"I'm sorry | haven't been there for you! 

"Don't be Iz." 

"And | thank you so much for standing by me and.and loving me when | made it so impossible” 
"That's what you do when you love someone” 

"Axl." He says with great pause 

| look over at him. 

"You were right," he nods, "Everybody was right. l'm in love with you. | love you Axl" 


My fucking heart swells in my chest and tears come to my eyes. The best heaviness is on me while all the 


weight lifted from me. 
"Say that again," | whisper. 
Izzy leans forward into me. "I love you," he says as his sweet lips cross mine and unite us. 


He loved me. He fucking loved me. He finally, after all these goddamn years, that he loved me. I've never been 


happier than | am at this precise moment. 


"You ruined me for anyone else..you know that right?" He pulls back slightly and looks at me, "So don't get the 
bright idea of getting rid of me..or fucking girls. I'm fucking jealous." 


| smile brightly and wait for his lips to crash into mine again. Izzy's kisses are ardent, like a man who is lost in 
passion As am |. Izzy loved me. My Izzy loved me. | always knew he did, but there's just something about a 


person saying it. It's like having it in writing. 


| pull away from Izzy's lips. "Please say it again 


Destined 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for my delay. 


Destined 
Izzy's POV 


Long straight strands of golden red hair slide through my fingers like silk. I've always loved his hair. No chick 
could ever even have prettier hair. He smells like coconuts and lime. His sun drenched skin isn't as soft as it 


once was, but then, neither was mine. 


"Make love to me.please," his words slip out into my ear as my lips relish in lavishing my mark upon the 
softest skin on his neck. 


| feel the frenzy of hunger deep inside of me. Not an ‘| need a meal hunger. A primal craving. Desire, want, and 
need braided together inside of me. Throbbing commences throughout me. First in my head. Secondly, in my 
pants. Then coming full circle it ends in my chest with my heart. 


My needy lips kiss him down to the sand. My hands run up his stomach. | have little control over them, nor 
can | seem to regulate their strength. They only know to function out of instinct. 


| allow my eyes to take in his shadowed face. Everything my eyes look upon is mine. Axl is mine. And |, his. This 
is the first moment of my life that I've ever been able to accept this. First time the realization has really hit 
me. First time the emotions of this reality have sunk in. For the first time | allow myself to feel it and just 


know that it is. This is real. More real than it has ever before seemed. 


My fingers softly trace the contours of his face. He smiles and tugs at my body, wanting me, needing me. In 
this moment everything feels so very perfect. In this moment | feel open, exposed, and raw. | present my 
truest self. | open my heart and allow love to come and transfer through it like a vessel. l'm open, vunerable, 


and placing all my trust in his hands. 


My lips seize his as his fingers tangle up in my brown sun bleached hair. His lips draw me all the way up inside 
of him. Deeper and deeper into his beating heart. It plays me a song with a thumping bass line | feel on my 
skin 


"| love you so much," | allow myself to say as | trace his jaw. And | did. | did fucking love him. | knew it. | felt it. 
Finally | fucking felt it. 


Love swells inside of you. In every part of you. It's this dull ache you think may kil you. At the same time, and 
in the same breath, you know you will die without it. It beats inside of you and burns through you. A flame 
you never want extinguished. Why had | denied myself of this for so long? 


With a gentleness I've never before seen in Axl he pushes my cut offs down my hips. I'm too lost in this 
rapturous fire to help him. My every sense is intensified. It's like being high. Higher than you should go. Higher 


than you've ever been. 


Axl gently pushes me off him. He sits up and lightly pushes me onto my back and gives me a kiss. His hands 
pull my pants slowly down and off my legs. He them wiggles free of his own. Our naked skin touches. It's hotter 
than any fire could think of being. 


I've never wanted another person more. Never needed him more. | feel his existence in every atom of my 


body. | allow the love to register there. To ferment there. 


| feel Axl sliding down onto my dick, taking me in slowly. My hands glide across his hips like a feather as he 
slowly starts to move. | moan and his lips take mine. l'm soon lost. Gladly lost in this encompassing feeling. | 


want to feel this way forever. It feels so safe. So warm. So absolute. 


He sits up riding me with the slowest deepest pace he has ever delivered. His finger traces my lips. "I love you 


Izzy." 


"Show me darlin'," | say gripping at his hips and curling mine upward toward him. | sit up and wrap him up in 


my embrace as my lips take his again 


My hands grip at his ass as | thrust my hip to flip us over. He draws in a breath as | lay him gently in the 
sand. My hand smooths away his hair. My eyes scan his in wonder. His eyes have never seemed brighter as 


he looks at me. 


| slowly begin to move my hips. His eyes roll back with a moan. My hands grip mercilessly at his burning skin 
as | try to keep my pace slow. I'm dying and l'm loving it. It would be so easy to lose myself and come quick. 
But | won't. Tonight he's gonna beg like he never has before. | want this experience to last as long as it possibly 


can. I'm relishing in a love | can finally feel. 

As it turns out, two hours and forty five minutes is as long as | can take it. As | let my orgasm go my body 
began to shake. | can no longer hold myself up. | can only wrap my arms around him and allow m body to lie on 
his. Tears come to my eyes. Happy tears. Tears of fulfillment. 


"| love you," he whispers as he wraps his arms around me too. 


l'm frazzled from the orgasm and can't exactly fucking speak. But my lips find their way onto his. Jesus 
fucking Christ | loved him too. 


Fuck Love 


Fuck Love 
Slash's POV 


Fuck love. It looks so vile and disgusting. | practically throw up in my mouth a little every time | see Izzy and 
Axl. Fuckers. Their happiness spites me. They truly look like there is nowhere they would rather be than stuck 


here on this god forsaken island. 


Duff shares my disgust. He says he liked things here on Gunner Island before Axl and Izzy professed their 
undying loves to one another. Geeze guys, not like we didn't already know, you don't have to fucking flaunt it. 


But on the lighter side of things it did just so happen to save Izzy's life. He's pretty good these days. 
Disgustingly happy..but good, well, and alive. He's back to fashioning weapons and shit. Back to being our own 


personal Tarzan. 


One day, after some rain, a three foot section of stainless steel washed up on the beach. It was a bitch but 
Izzy got a big enough bon fire going to heat the metal and then beat it out into the shapes he needed. Total 


blacksmith shit like off a western movie. 


The first thing he made was a razor. It wasn't a Gilette Sensor Excel or anything but it cut back the shit on 


our faces. Izzy was in heaven. | had forgotten how young we all still looked under all that hair. 


The second thing Izzy made was a knife. His switchblade had been used so much since we got here..um 


something like..fuck, four years ago. There was nothing left of it but about half an inch of pointed metal. 


| don't think any of us have mentioned a rescue in years. By now I'm sure the world has completely forgotten 
Guns N Roses. | know we all had. A musician is an odd breed of person. Their instruments are an extension of 
them. When you take that away you may as well have chopped off an arm or something. | can't describe to 


you how much | fucking missed playing guitar. 


The last thing | ever expected to find washed up on the beach was a package of guitar strings. | knew it had to 
have washed up from our plane. | mean what were the chances in all of the South fucking Pacific? 


So naturally Izzy got to work on making an acoustic guitar. It took a long time for him to make it. But when he 
was done we had a working guitar. Izzy didn't make a fucking Les Paul or anything, but it held and carried a 
tune. Izzy, Duff, and | spent the first week fighting over it. Izzy of course won because he made it. That is 
until | threatened to take back the strings | had found. So now our island bamboo guitar is like a child in joint 
custody, shuffled around weekly. 


Thank god! | can't take much more than a week at a time of Izzy's sappy love songs to Axl. Seriously. These 
two are so fucking sweet all of our teeth are rotting out. 


Tweek Monkeys 


Author's Notes: 
Ok in advance | would like to say | have no ill intent towards monkeys in general. 
Tweek Monkeys 


Duff's POV 


Squacking, fussing, screaming sounds awoke me. | lift my throbbing head, full of too much of my latest flavor 


wine. | see like five monkeys fighting each other a few feet from me. 

"Come on guys, l'm fucking hungover here!" | yell at the little bastards. 

They pay me no attention They just continue fighting over something. | rub the sleep from my eyes and yawn. 
| sit up and decide to watch the little bastards go at it. One lets go with this scream that stops the others in 
its track. Then it just mysteriously falls into the sand. The other ones go over to it and grab something from 
it. 

| stand up on wobbly legs. | walk over to the monkey fight. | skeptically go over to the one in the sand as the 
others continue to fight. | kneel next to it and jab it with my index finger. The fucker seems dead. | look for 
breathing and see none. It is fucking dead. 


"HEY!" | shout at the brawling bastards, "YOU KILLED HIM!" 


Its then | see what the monkeys have that they're fighting over. It's a bamboo container | had made. One | had 


made for one sole fucking purpose. Holding my cokel 
"HEY YOU MONKEY MOTHERFUCKERS! GIVE THAT BACK!!" 
They squall at me and gnash their teeth. These monkey bastards are coked out! On my shit! 


"No Fuck You! That's MY shit!" | yell out at the ring leader with my container. It reaches it's fucking monkey 


hand inside and pulls out a fist of coke and licks it all away. 
This motherfucker! 


"Give it back you little tweek monkey fuck!" | shout and charge it. It scatters away as | get tripped up on my 
feet and fall into the sand. 


"What the fuck are you yelling about?" Slash shouts coming up the beach. 


"The fucking monkeys stole the goddamn coke!" | point at the spun monkey who was basically standing there 


laughing at me. 


For a split second | see Slash questioning if I've lost my goddamn mind or something. Then he sees the fucking 
fiend monkeys licking coke from their hands. 


"Hey You little shits!" He yelling coke sand starts throwing rocks at them. "Where's a fucking spear?! I'm gonna 
fucking kill them!" 


"Here," | say jumping up and grabbing a spear from the sand. | toss it to Slash who takes off in a sprint after 
the monkeys. The tweeked fuckers split and run. Slash chases them like they're his primary food source. 


| join in the chase. The monkeys all run up palm trees. 

"Ha Ha fuck you monkeys!" | laugh as Slash chunks the spear up into the tree. "Did you get it?" | ask. 
"No! | missedll" he snaps. 

"Throw it again!" | instruct him. 

"What the fuck are you guys doing?" Izzy suddenly asks as he comes over to the ruckus. 
‘Killing these goddamn monkeys!" Slash yells chucking the spear again 

Izzy shrugs, "Why?" 

"They stole the fucking coke!" Slash yells. 

Izzy nods slowly and looks at me. "Monkeys stole your coke?" 

| nod, "They're high as a fucking kite!" 

"You got the monkeys high?" he asks confused. 

"No! The little fuckers stole it while | was sleeping!" | explain 

"What the hell's going on?" Axl asks approaching us. 

Izzy looks down with a smile and points at me. "Duff got the monkeys coked out.” 


"Monkeys?" Axl asks. 


"They stole my stash while | was asleep. Look one od'd back there," | point over my shoulder to the casualty on 
the beach. 


Axl raises an eyebrow and looks to Izzy. 
"Don't look at me," he shakes his head, "I didn't give coke to monkeys." 


| can't explain for the life of me why, but Axl dies laughing and rolling. 


PETA 


PETA 

Axis POV 

I'm covered in sand laughing my ass off at the two idiots with stoned monkeys. Duff is highly pissed and trying 
to help Slash slay monkeys. | finally look to Izzy who seems unamused. He's got his eyes locked on the monkeys 


scampering and screaming in the trees. 


Finally | see a monkey fall from the tree. It hits the sand and doesn't fucking move. Duff and Slash both start 
kicking the shit out of it. | look back to Izzy who is looking like they just shot his dog. 


"What the fuck!" He snaps at them 

"Fuck these fucking monkeys!" Duff hisses and continues to kick and stomp at the poor dead monkey. 
Izzy rushes over and pushes Duff away from it. 

"What the fuck Iz.is a stupid coked out monkey that probably has rabies!" Duff shrugs 


"But you didn't have to fucking kill it.it's a godamn monkey! Like it knows not to fuck with your dope!" Izzy yells 


back examining the poor dead monkey. 


Slash is still trying to spear the one with the coke stash. Unfortunately its way too high on Duff's coke. That 
fucker is moving faster than the speed of light. 


"But it did," Slash says throwing the spear again 


Izzy marches over and grabs the spear. He cracks it over his knee and breaks it in two. "Leave the goddamn 


monkeys alone man!" 
"Why? You fucking them too?" Duff smirks. 


Izzy's eyes snap over to him. | watch every last bit of color drain from Izzy's eyes. They go black. He leaps 
into Duff and knocks him to the ground. Izzy straddles him and pins his arms down. Then he punches him. 
Fucking hard! Blood sprays from Duff's face and splatters across the sand. 


"Get the fuck off him!" Slash yells grabbing Izzy around the waist, pulling him off Duff. 


Duff comes up and punches Izzy in the stomach. "| fucking owe you that anyway," he says spitting blood in the 


sand. 


| expect the fight to die now. Um..no. 
Izzy hurls himself forward and slings Slash over his shoulder. Slash's back hits the sand with a thud. 
"Really?" Slash questions from the ground. 


Duff helps him up. They both look at Izzy who is panting from being punched in the gut. "Fuck off.from the 


monkeys." He says giving them a very serious look 


Duff and Slash look to each other. | can tell they know Izzy is dead fucking serious. Plus he's crazy enough to 
try to stop them. 


"Monkey lover!" Duff snaps as he spits more blood at Izzy's feet. He storms off down the beach 
Slash looks at Izzy in sheer disbelief. "Really?" He questions one more time before going after Duff 
| smile to Izzy. "That was very well done there darlin.! forgot how well you could hold your own" 
"Yeah," he smirks, "thanks for all your fucking help asshole" 

"What? You didn't need me 

Izzy rolls his eyes and walks off in the opposite direction of Duff and Slash. 


"What the fuck did | do?" | shrug. 


Izzy's POV 

Day 2461. I'm staring out at the ocean. My chin rests on my knees. The warm wind blows the hair out of my 
eyes. | had tried everything to make a fucking surfboard. Nothing could stand up to the force of the waves. 
Killer killer fucking waves. And all | could do was fucking watch them. 

Being the creative mind that | am, | also know that if | can't even successfully make a surfboard, then | can't 
make a raft, boat, etc. In plain English this means but one thing, the only chance we ever had of getting off 


this island was if someone came and got us. Or we just die. 


| feel Axl's legs wrapping around me from behind. Then his arms wrap around my waist. He rests his chin on 


my shoulder as he stares out at the ocean like me. 
"Whatcha thinking about Iz?" 

| sigh, "Nothing important" 

"Everything ok?" he cautiously asks me. 

"Yeah," | nod, "nothing more than random thoughts." 

He cuts his eyes at me and smirks, "Like you'd tell me." 


"| was just thinking..thinking about how it would be if we ever went back." | say softly, my mind wandering 


slightly. "But that's not happening so we don't have to worry about that" 

"You mean us?" Axl asks. 

| slightly nod, only half paying him any attention. Im tranced by the waves 

"Well from what | remember the world ain't too goddamn nice..especially to fags” 
"Things might have changed in the last years," | shrug. 

"Iz.that hasn't changed since Sodom and Gamore" 


| shrug in accordance with his point. "Well I've always liked to keep my shit private anyway..so." 


"Oh whatever," he chuckles. 

"Do you think we could justjust go back and start all over?" 

"| doubt it" he sighs. 

"| just can't see myself going back to rock and roll.it.i#s gone for me" 


Axl studies me a moment. "Sometimes lz..we can't run away from who we are. You are rock and roll. You 


always will be. Even here you are." 

| smile slightly, "But here | only perform for you." 

He lightly kisses my shoulder. "Well | cant imagine ever doing it without you." 

"Axl." | say then pause a moment. "If you were given the choice.to go or to stay..which would you choose?" 
"To fucking go," he answers quickly. 

lm silent. 

"What about you?" He asks me. 


| draw my breath in slowly. | think long and hard. "I think | would like to..to go to a different island.like this. just 


like this.just a change of view ya know?" 
"Are you fucking serious?" He asks me. 


"|. don't know..maybe..| mean | just cant see going back to all those fucking people..Back to being Izzy 


Stradlin. you know?" 


He just sighs and holds me a bit tighter. 


Too Pure 


Too Pure 

Slash's POV 

| found a grey hair this morning. Since we had gotten to this island it had seemed as if time had stopped for 
us. Yet, this little silver strand tells me that time forgets no one. It's been close to nine years now..| think. 
Izzy's really the only one of us who is still clear on the days. 

When | try really hard | can still remember how we had all looked the day the plane went down. Now when | 
look at our faces | see the hands of time on us. The little laugh lines have deepened. The hair dye is long gone. 
What's left is four men close to middle age. 

None of us has celebrated a birthday since we've been here. But yet we have still grown. Axl, the oldest of us 
is 39 now. Izzy too being just two months younger. Duff is now a 38 year old man | myself am the youngest 
at 31. Where did the time go? 


| go looking for Duff. I'm depressed and some wine sounds like a cure for that. | don't find him at his winery 
however. | search his coca plantation and still don't find him. | search most of the island and no Duff. 


The last place | look is on the mountain It's there that | find him. 

"There you are," | smile and approach him rested against a palm tree. 

He says nothing and appears to be sleeping. 

"Hey Duff," | reach down and touch his shoulder. He doesn't stir. 

"Duff," | shake him again 

Still nothing. 

| bend down to him and shake him harder. As | do | see coke fall from his hand. 
"Duff?" | say examining him closer. | see a tiny drop of blood trickle out of his nose. 
| can't breathe. 

"No." 


| throw my head to his chest. | can hear his heart pounding. 


"Duff! Come on! Wake up!" 


I'm no fool. | know what's wrong. He took too much coke. Butterflies start to flutter in my stomach. A cocaine 


overdose isn't like a heroin overdose. | know there is absolutely nothing | can do. 
"Izzy!" | scream. "Axl!" 


I'm calling forever so it seems. When they approach | don't even need to tell them what happened. Izzy takes 
one look at the blood running out of his nose and hits his knees with a gaping mouth. 


"Is.is he?" Axl asks almost sounding choked up. 
"He's alive but | can't wake him up." 
"W..what do we do?" Axl asks. 


A single tear falls from Izzy's eye as he looks up at Axl and only shakes his head. There was nothing we could 


do. Nothing except wait. 


Everyone Hates It When You're In A Coma 


Everyone Hates It When You're In A Coma 
Axl's POV 


Duff was in a coma. We had no way of getting fluids in him. We aren't at a hospital. We don't even have 
needles. Our hands are tied and there's nothing any of us can do for him. That's a very frustrating feeling. 


A coma in general is frustrating. | had had the pleasure of one myself. Two long weeks of sleep. But its not a 
restful sleep with dreams of fucking rainbows. For me it was more like telling myself to get up off my lazy 


ass. | guess me terrorizing myself brought me out of it. 


Izzy had been in a coma before too. Only four days, but like Duff, it had been from coke. Izzy got the genius 
idea of swallowing his dope to go through customs. He figured that once through he could simply throw it back 
up. This was something he and Slash were no strangers to. They had gone to Tijuana so many times to score. 
But on that occasion his luck ran short. 


But the coke coursing its way through Duff was different. It has no cutting agents or additives. Its as pure as 
pure could be. Too fucking pure obviously. And not a damn thing we can do for him except sit around him and 


wait. 


We watched his breathing. We knew that should it stop there would be nothing we could do. None of us knew 
CPR. None of us were fucking doctors. It was really frustrating. 


| had hoped that similar to my own experience, Duff would just pull himself out of it. But one day turned into 
two. All of us are aware that the human body can only go 7 days without water and 14 without food. Things 


are grim. 


In the dire grimness of this reality Izzy kinda went psychotic again. He took Duff's coke and scattered it in the 


wind. When Slash saw things naturally came to blows. Izzy was dead against Slash salvaging shit. 


They must have rolled from one end of this island to the other. Neither would give in Eventually that hard 
headed, stop at nothing, nature of Izzy's got the upper hand. He picked up a rock and smashed it into Slash's 


temple. 


At first | thought he had killed him. But it only knocked him out for a few minutes. A few very precious 
minutes that allowed Izzy just enough time to break free and make it to Duffs coca plantation. He uprooted 


every last plant and set them ablaze. 


Slash caught up to him just as the last plant flew into the flames. You would think someone had murdered his 
own child or something. He sank to his knees and grabbed his head. 


But Izzy was right for what he did. He knew he had to get rid of the coke source. We all knew that if Duff 


recovered that nothing would stop him from using. Well Izzy found a way to force his sobriety, should he live. 


In With The Storm 


In With The Storm 
Izzy's POV 


Day 2156. A storm came while Duff lay in a coma on the second day. It didn't last very long but it toppled 


down dozens of trees on our Island. Not that we noticed until the water receded with the tide. 
| think it was Axl who got my attention 

"Izzy look" 

"What? | ask 

"Down there," he points. 


| look down to the beach and see a speedboat lodged between two palm trees. My heart races. | can't say a 
word. 


"Slash, stay with Duff. Me and Iz will go check it out." 


So Axl and | made our way down off the mountain and to the boat. We approached it like we expected there to 
be mad gunmen inside of it. Maybe even dead bodies. 


"Its empty," | say. 

"What do you suppose happened to the people in it?" Axl asks. 
"Maybe they got lost in the storm," | shrug, 

"You think it still works?" Axl asks hopeful 


"It looks pretty banged up," | note looking at it observantly. The hull has a gash in it. And the end of one 


propeller is broken off. 
"You think its fixable?" He looks to me with hopeful eyes. 
"Maybe. don't know." 


"We have to try." 


‘Leaving this island in that would be dangerous," | shake my head. 

"Yeah..well staying here could be dangerous to Duff" 

| sigh and look down. "We're gonna have to cut the palms to get it out of there. Maybe | can patch the hull and 
fix the propeller. | don't know. | mean you said | was a rock star. That's a long way from engineer and fucking 


mechanic." 


"I've never seen you fail in anything you set out to do lz" 


You Just Gotta Love Izzy 


You Just Gotta Love Izzy 

Slash's POV 

It took Axl and | the better part of a day to convince him to try to repair the boat. In the end convincing him 
that Duff's life depended on it worked. So he went to work gathering any metal he could and melting it down to 


patch the boat and fix the propeller. 


It took him two days. Two days to get the boat into any sort of a testing phase. We lowered it down to the 
water. Axl climbed in and the boat turned right over. 


"| don't see any leaks," he calls out to us on the shore. 

"Give it some gas, see if it works." | call out. 

He does and the boat takes off. Izzy looks to me sort of shocked it was working. Axl guns on it and is jumping 
waves. It actually looks like a lot of fun | wish | had tested it. Then Axl returns to shore with a huge smile and 


drops the anchor. 


"You did it Iz!" He calls out and rushes to him and give him a big sloppy kiss almost knocking him down in the 


process. 


Izzy blushes, "Yeah, but there's only five gallons of gas in the boat and whatever is in the tank. We have no 
clue how far it is to land Nor do we know it this mythical land might happen to have a hospital." 


| see his point. It's a damn good one too. "Yeah, we have no clue where we are." | say looking at them both. 
"Oh quit playing stupid |zz," Axl looks at him. "You've seen a world map before. If we're in the south pacific 
then you know that the Phillipines, Japan, Korea and shit is closest. We know the sun rises over there so that's 


east and that's the direction we have to go." 


Izzy is apprehensive as always. His eyes scan the boat anchored in the water. His wheels are spinning."We have 
no clue what troubles we may have. mean if the boat sinks." 


"We swam before," | shrug. 
"You know damn well the boat ain't gonna leak," Axl sighs to Izzy. You're stalling. 


"But what about gas Axl?" Izzy motions to the boat. 


"WE run the thing till it's out," | say. 
"Then we ore," Axl nods. "So stop tripping and let's get Duff in the fucking boat." 


| can see Izzy's reluctance, but for the life of me | can't figure out why it was there. This was our chance. We 


were finally getting off this goddamn island. 


Ahoy 


Author's Notes: 
so | just had to wrap it up guys. 


Ahoy 
Axl's POV 


The great wide open ocean laps at the sides of the boat. | have no clue how far we made it on the gas but it 
was a good distance. A very good jump start. But alas, it did run out. Now we paddle. We do it two at a time so 
somebody gets a break 


Right now Slash and Izzy are on the ores and | have Duff detail. His heart barely beats. | think we're going to 


lose him before we can get him to help. | think too much time has passed. 


| look at Izzy, muscles coated with sweat in the sun. So sexy. His stare is aimlessly fixed on the distant eastern 
horizon. He hasn't said much all day. | can only speculate as to what he may be thinking about. Izzy has always 


worried too damn much. 


Jesus how long has it been since we were actually off that island? | almost can't believe it. | feel like I'll be 


waking up from some dream any moment? Finally, we were off it. | could not wait to sleep in a bed. 
Slash's POV 

Finally. Fucking finally! 

Izzy's POV 


| would have been happy to live the rest of my life on Gunner Island with Axl. There was no hiding there. Life 
was simple and basic and we were free to love one another. The real world won't be that way. 
l'm not prepared. | hate not knowing what lies ahead for me. Nor do | really want to go back to what | 


remember. l'm really confused, but | know this is what everyone else wants. 
Nararator's POV 


And they were found by an oil tanker off the coast of Japan. Duff was given medical treatment and awoke 
four days later. 

The press was all over them. The world so shocked by their stories. They interviewed like they had before 
they ever left. The world wanted to know if they would pick up where they had left off. 


For Axl, Slash, and Duff the answer was yes. But Izzy, he said no. Izzy didn't want a chance to go re-live a 
past that was long gone. Izzy wanted a future. 


He had hoped to share it with Axl, but it was obvious what was more important to Axl. So Izzy vanished. He 
had money that had been drawing interest for over IO years, he could go wherever he wanted. So Izzy 


traveled. 


Every now and again he would drop in on his old friends, but it wasn't like it had been on the island. Nothing 
could be. They had all moved on. 


The End 


